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TO HER 


Royal Highnels 


THE 


DUTCHES. 


T isnot without Fear,that I approach your Throne , 
eſteeming ic a more difficult rask, to write an Epi- 
ſtle Dedicatory, chan to make a Play : leſt, on the 

one hand, I ſhoul fall into the Crime of Preflumprti- 
on ; oron the other, lip intothar, of Flactery. Con- 
fidence , if not Impudence, ſeems to be intail'd on 
Poets; and Ambition, or rather greedinels, of vain Ap- 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
plauſe, by which they would mount above others , 
carries them often, beyond the Limits of all Mode- 
ſty, and makes them rudely preſs, into the preſence of 
Greatneſs , and Majeſty. On this Rock, I may now 
leem to run, and to have left my ſelfno excuſe, for 
daring to ſet your Great Name betore my Poem. Bur, 
Madam, *tis to your Goodnels I muſtfly ; and that fa- 
vourable proteCtion, which you afford choſe who want 
it, mult ſhield me from the envenom'd Darts, of en- 
vious Detra&tors. They will have Veneration for 
your Name, and ſtand in avre, when they ſhalt know 
you have ſeen, and approv'd this Play, that you have 
taken it into your Protection, and that it isnot withour 
your permiſſion, LI offer it to your Highnels ; which [ 
do, with all the Humility I ougheto have, and with 
all the ſubmiſſion, and reſpect I can expreſs. There 
is ſome neceſlity for me, to gain ſo powerful a Patro- 
neſs, conſidering the Galnels of my Merits, and the 
niceneſs of this Critical Age, in which the greateſt 
Wits paſs not withour bs m4 nor the moſt perfect 
pieces of humane Invention, without being carp'd at. 
What would have been currant Coyn, inthe Ages paſt, 
will now be look'd on as debas'd Metal; and that 
Wir, which iseſteem'd but mean, and ordinary now, 
would have been then accoumed great, and awracu- 
lous. Wit is refined, and Ingenuity made bright, not 
only by the Induſtry of Poets, endeavours of the 
Learned, _ the example, of the Court, and en- 
couragement of Princes, who diffuſe ie like Light to 
all that know them ; among whom your Royal High- 


nets, asa Star of the firft Magnitude, ſhines, with the 
ſplen- 


Fhe Fpifile Dedicatory. 
—_— your Mind, and ealightens the Souls of 6- 
. Ineed not fear to beaccus'd of Flattery, ſince 
on are a Theme too high, all we can fay, is til] be- 
wa you, and there can be no ſuch Figure as Hyper- 
bole in your delcriprion. When I conſider all your 
excellencies, I approach you, with admiration, and 
am {wallow'dup in the Sea of your perfeftions. Your 
Beauty, your Extraction, your Wit, Ingernity, and 
acquired parts; your Goodneſs, Piety , Wiſdom, and 
Generoſity, with all your other Virtues, and Accom- 
pliſhmencs; deſerve each a particular Panegyric, and 
are large Themes, on which the greateſt Wits, may 
exercile their Pens. But Madam , chele are things 
too great for ray undertakings, and it isnow my bul1- 
neſs only , to crave your acceptance of this Poem, 
which may ſerve for a diverſion when wearied with 
more ſerious Thoughts. Lhave ſav'd the Perſian Prin- 
ceſſes from the Cruelry of Roxana, but *tis you only, 
that can prote& them, from. the greater Ty-- 
ranny of Criticks, ſuch as make it their buſncl ro hind 
fault, with what they cannot mend, whoturn the great- 
eſt ſence into Ridicule, and Burleſque even the Vertues, 
and the Graces themlelves. Statira flings her elf at the - 
feer of your Royal Highneſs, and hopes you will give 
her a favourable Receprion, ſince you have extended 
your Favour to Mariamne, and ſhew'd a morethan ordi- 
_— kindneſs to that Tragedy, which has hitherto pals'd 
under the Name of another, whilft-I was our of the 
Land : but, Madam, fince there is ſo much Glory init, to - 
have pleas'd your Highneſs, and to have niven lariefats 
on to many Perſons in the Royal Circle, I cannot for- 
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T he Epiftle Dedicatory. 
bear to own it, that your Royal Highneſs may be the 
more eaſily induc'd, to ſmile on this, which, with my 
lelf, ponlinies at your Feet, begging your pardon for 
the preſumption of aſſuming the Title of 


MADAM, 


Your Royal Highneſles 
Moſt humble, moſt obedient, 


And moſt devouted Servant, 


Samuel Pordage. 


THE 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. Smith. 
P*#: of old, as learned Authors ſay, 


Us"d, to have ſome Coherence, with the Play, 
Here not ſo much, for Ornament, as uſe;, 
Like meceſſary Porches, to a Houſe, 

They, to the Inner Rooms, did introduce. 

But now, ſuch is the cuſtom of the Ave, 

A rough hewn Satyr, enters firſt, the Stage. 

Il ho barks, bites, puſbes, and at all does S. 

Pelts Men, and manners, with his wicked witt, 

Grinns at the Court , the Country, and the Citt, 

And ſometimes ſnaps, you Criticks, in the Pitt. 

Such is the Rage, that one Poetick Brother, 

Falls foul with, and downright, rail s at another. 

And tho, the play, be moving, ſoft, and ſweet, 

And Verſes run, on ſmooth, and even feet, 

And tho it does of Love, and Honour treat, 

And ſhews a body, ſoft, fair, gay, and neat, 

The Prologue ſtill; has a rough Satyr's face; 

Hhich does th: moving, feet, ſoft, thing, diſgrace . 

| Hhat e're the Play be, Cuſtom does prevail, 

Tt muſt be Satyr, in its Head, and Tail. 

But Gentlemen, our Author bid me ſay, 

He d have no Satyrs face, before his Play, 

Nor ſbould it have, tho it be much in Vogue, 

A fringing Tail, a laſhing Epilogue. 

Ladys, to you, he does himſelf adareſs, 

From you, he would recerve, his happineſs , ; 

J1f your fair hands, ſhall his endeavours bleſs, 

He will not fear, the Criticks of the Pit, 

Thoſe Curſing, Damning, Mugletons, of Hit. . 


The-- 


The ARors Names. 


Orontes Prince of Scythia--— Mr. Betterton 
Lyſimachia 1 Princeof #Hatedon--— Mr. Medbury 
Eumenes a Prince of Cappaaloci a---« Mr. Fevone 
Ptolomy Mr. Cr 
Perdicas (Capra Alexander the great—- Je Stk 
Caſſander Mr. Harris 
Ar axis Servant to Orontes----- Mr. Norris 
Statirs Widows of Alexander Mrs. Betterron 
Roxana q | the Great=— Mrs. Zee 
Pariſatis Siſter to Statira---- Mrs. Seymour 
Thaleftris Queen of the Amazons-— Mrs. Gwiz 
Cleone Confident of Statirs—— 


Heſione Contideat of Roxana—-- 
Souldiers, Attendants, cc. 
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ACT L 
SCENE I. Babylon Beſieged. 


Enter Lyſimachus and Ptolomy with dr avn Swords. 


Ow, my brave Friend,both Love, and Honour calls, 
Let us together run, to ſcale theſe Walls , 
Let's thus for Honour, and for Love contend, 
Till Death, or Conqueſt, ſhall our Quarrel end. 
Thus our great Caule, may by the Sword be try'd, 
And Fortune now, our Rival{hip decide. 
/ yſi. No, Ptolomy, to that, Ile ne*r agree, 
Forrune, ſhall never judge *rwixt yon, and me ; 
Blindly, ſhe does her Favours oft beftow, 
Our Happineſs, {hall from our Merits flow : 
So Pariſatis, judgement belt ſhall give, 
Which of us two, ſhall die, and which ſhall live. 
Pto. Lyſimachus, that way, does worle appear, 
All wecando, can never merit her, 
She, hike the Gods, is mounted far above, 
The reach, of all our merits, or our Love. 
Then, let not her, that cruel judgement give, 
One, tocondemn , TRE = 


Ptol. 


Do 


2 T he Siege of Babylon. 
She, of that doom muſt certain! [oopent, 
Make Fortune judge, and keep her innocent. 

Lyſi. You cannot place her, 1n your Thoughts, too high, 
And Ifall down ro henDivinity, A 
She, Ike the Gods above, can never err, 

All nmſt be juſt;and good, that comes from her. 
'-Prol. Think nor, i poorly prize my kfe, above, 
Or your high Friendſhip,” or my own jult love, 
Yet ſince, but one of us can her obtain, 


Let fortune judge, which of us ſhall be ſlain - 
Condem y rtage,T ſhall diewith joy, 
efþiſal 


But he ably would deſtroy. 
iff eftrs'd by her, death will-a pleafure grow, 
*riag Hope, makes Death more cruel , 
'Twere juſt tor him, whom ſhe refus'd to die, - 
Pto. That Juſtice then adds to his maſery. 
Zyſi. Whilit Love, does cither with ſome hope aſpire, 
Deaths cold ettbrace, unjuſtly we delire. 
Pto. If-now Ldie, by yours, or my own hand, 
I die, before L did _—_— offend, 
ol guilty grow, 
For her refulal only, mekes me {0 - 


Ptrol. Wks ſhould I, in ft 
When my own hand, holds my own deſtiny 2 
This Sword, can quickly finuh, all our ſtrite, 
By cutting of my own, or your much dearer life. 
Empire, our Friendſhips bounds, could not remove, 
We parted ſtakes, but cann't do fo, in Love: 

Two Kings may friendly fit, uponone Tp: 
But in Loves Empire, one mult reign alone, 


Since 


| 
| 


— 
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T he Siege of Babylon.  Þ 
Since ſhe, whom we adore, we cann't divide, 
We withour {words, our quarrel muſt decide. 
Let this the greatnels, of my paſſion {; 
When, for my love, I muſt our fri ip break. 
Ly. No, Ptolomy, this Sword ſhall ner offend 
The man, whom I ſo long have call'd my friend ; 
And ſo much honour in thy foul does dwell, 
Thy unreſiſting triend, thou dar'ſt not kill. 
* Pro. Lay by chat Name, for 1a it lies a charm, 
Which does my Soul, of all its n—_ 
My blood grows ſtiff, and cold ; that ſacred Name, 
Strives to extinguiſh my unruly flame, 
But thar Charm, by a greater Ple remove, 
My Friendihip muſt, and ihall give way to Love. 
My lite, I for my friend, —_ lacnihce, 
Bur for my Love, that Friend I mult deſpiſe. 
Defend thy felf——- 
Lyſi. Since Fricndihip”s ſacred name, ſo weak does 
Here wound her Image, whom we both do love, 
That beaureous Image, to us buth fo dear, 
Will deeply graven im my heart appear ; 


Strike home, and to our quarrel anend, 
Diſpatch at once your Raval, —— Friend. 


H hilt Prolomy ffands in « fighting , with 
hb Sed pu = mr the = of [cmacts, 


Enter Orontes and Araxis. 


Oyon. 1s this a time, for friends to diſagree? 

* With joy our Souldiers, for th' Aſſault prepare, 
Bur wonder much, where their brave Leaders are. 
Me-thinks that Love, which your two Souls inſpizes, 
Should quicken, and add | wings, to deſires z 
"Tis juſt, we firſt, our Pri wa 
Before we offer, to diſonte for them. 

Remember, Sirs, thele Walls our Loves incloſe, 
Remember, they are Prigners, to our Fucs. 

- Embrace, embrace, and let us haft away, 
om apa—— —. 
CJ 2 
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4 The Siege of Babyion. 
Each minute now, ſeems a long age to me, 
Till ve have ſet the fair Statyrs free. 

Pol. *Tis true, Orontes, to my felt I ſeem, 
Like choſe who ſleeping walk, and talking dream. 
M, *unquiet pafſions now are grown fo ſtrong, 
Agaiait my will, chey hurry me along ; 

I 4.+, « hat ſenſe, nor reaſon, can't approve, 
Aad unprovok'd would kill the Friend I love ; 
*Gainit my own heart, I all my forces bend, 
And &re I gain my Miltreſs, loſe my Friend, * 
Piry me then, when forc'd by cruel Fate, 

{ do thoſe things, which tho I do, I hate. 

Ly. Come, Prolomy, let's ſet our Princels free, 
Let us like Friends, in that juſt Att agree, 

And then the Combat, for which you now ſue, 
Ple force my friendſhip, to require of you. 

Ptol. Vie yield to that, *tis but a juſt delay, 
Orontes, now to danger, lead the way. 

Oron. What various ſhapes,does mighty love put on ! 
How different, to us, ſeems his power to be ! 

Here dark as night, there brighter than: the Sun, 

Here a Calm deep, there a rough raging ſea, 

In every breaſt, he hath a different ſway, 

Whilſt the whole world, does his great power obey. ZExeunt. 


SCENE Il. A Palace within Babylon. 


Enter Queen Statira, Parilatis, and Cleone. 


Sta. Ye Gods of Perſia, and thou chief, the Sun, 
What crimes have we, or our Forefathers, done, 
That ye thus load, with-miſery and diſgrace, 

The fimall remains, of great Darims Race 2 
O happy Swains! who innocently free, 
Tae pains of greatnels, at a diſtance ſee - 
Ye gaze at us, and happy call our State, 
oft do envy, what we moſt do hate. 

Par. Siſter, ſince nothing can dark Fate withſtand, 

For Fare, doth ev'n the Gods themſelves command ,. 
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To its decree, they do themſelves ſubmit, | 
Which ſhows their Godheads, have lets power, than it. 
It then our ruine be decreed, why ſhou'd 
We mourn for that, which cannot be withſtood 2 
But ſince, Man cannot in Fatez black Book read, 
And that we know not, what is fore-decreed, 
Hope, like a glimmering Star, in night, does riſe, 
And gives ſome comtorr, in our mileries. 
' Our Friends without, may yer ſucceſsful prove, 
Valour does wonders, when in{pir'd by love. 

Srat. Ah! Pariſatis, *tis not death I fear, 
Honour, "than life, to me, 1s tar more dear 
To you, I may confeſs, withour offence, 
I next to Honour, prize the Scythian Prince, 
Whole noble Atlts, my Heart, long ſince, did move, 
E're 1 did yield, to Mexander's love. 
For his ſake, then, I am oblig'd to live, 
Since he, from me, does al Nis 
But when, I think, what dangers him ſurround, | 
A thouſand fears, my much griev'd toul, do wound, 
Such is his love; ſuch his reſpect, for me, 
I know, he'l cicher die, or ſet me tree. 

Pari. That fear js juſt, which does your foul ſubdue, 

But have not I the ſame concern for two? 
Two noble Friends, whoſe virtues I approve, 
As once in War, {o Rivals, now, in Love. 
Your troubies, Siſter, leſs than mine appear, 

You but for one, but I, for two dv ftear.. 

Star. Weak are thoſe ſtreams, which in rwochannels 
The =_ and violent; always flow in one. | 
You both their virtues, may perhaps. approve, 

May both reſpect, and yer bur one may love. 
= in love, we take noe for our guide, 

uſt things are, by _—_ Nature, try'd «. 
For whilſt you equally, their virtues, —_ | 
Your Soul with one alone, does {ymparhize. 

Pari. So great, is their united friendſhip grown, 
They are no longer counted gwo, bux one, | 
One Mind, one W1ull, to them Heav'a to give oF, 
And but one Soul, does in both Bodies livgs. 1, «7, 


— 
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And this one Soul, in beth; breeds one-defire, 
And burns in one, and the ſame, amorous fre : 
So 1, in loving both, do love but one. 
Srat. Siſter, the love, you Ipeak of, you will find, 
Bur like a flaſh of Lightning, wn your mind. 
The end, of virtuous love, us to: enjoy, 
Bur yours, unnatural, mutt'that end deſtroy : 
Though you, love both alike, yet you'd be loth 
We \hould believe, you would enjoy them both. 
Pari. But, Siſter , af I can enjoy but one, 
The Gods, not I, {hall make that choice alone. 
I hold, the equal Ballance in my hand, | 
Where, both their loves, and virtues, equal ſtand. 
pa, LO_ my _ — beſtow, 
I ſhould unjuſt , partial grow. 
Stat. Strange is your love,. fantaftick is their fate, 
For you deſtroy, that happineſs, you creaze: 
If happy, in your love, they.ſeem to be, 
Your equal mind, deſtroys their vain telicaty. 


Enter Perdicas. 


Perd. The Trumpets, Madam, me to danger call, 
Our valiant Foes, begin to ſcale the Wall, 
Nothing it ſeems, their can —_ 
Nor the Moats depth, nor the Walls height. 
This deſperate t, does but declare, 
| It is the laſt Effort, of their deſpair. 
But, ©re 1 go, their fury to withſtand, 
Madam, Pm come, to know 'what you'l command. 
Stat. You, Perdicas, are too imperious grown, 
And as you pleaſe, you now-command the Throne, 
For though, 1 was your Royal Maſter's Witt, 
I muſt my Empire quit, to fave my life. | 
| You, and Roxana, now. do all things fway, 
/ You will not me, bue-muſtyou obey. 
| ; Fw Humbly, before your Feer, 1 rom = 
| ve no power—=you my great Queen have all. 
| Whacl pollefs, © love 1-Gorthoe, 
| 


And live by th' influence; of thoſe beauteous'eyes. | 
— How 46k 
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Did I not men adore, 
I ſhould _— —_ unplore. 

Stat. If I am Queen, 'as ture I ro 
You tre. my will, and ſer me _—_ 

I with one , could all your Foes fubdue, 
OO _— I and you. | 

r me, r my liberty, b 
Whilſt you detain me, and © [8 ight. 
You urge your Love, but it ſhow like Hate ; 
For what has Love todo withtricks of State 2 
You ſue tome, yet tet Roxanz ſway, | 
Pretend to love, and yet can diſobey. 

Perd. Madam, ſhould I obey, 1 were undone, 
You quickly would leave me, and Babylon. 

This gentle force, my Love's conſtrain'd to chooſe, 

Leſt I ſhould you, fair "ora looſe. 

My life is meafur'd, only by your ftay, 

And death approaches, as you go away. 

If with the proud Roxana, Icomply, 

x81 tied you fromher ® 
ari. To Love, Dury » PT etends, 

Who does his Queen reftrain, and fights her Friends. 

Stat. Indeed our Int” refts, do but badly cloſe, 

When thoſe] call my Friends, he counts hus Foes. 

Perd. Thoſe you call Friends, indeed, I would ſubdue, 
But hghr them nor, becauſe they*re Friends to you z 
They'd pluck you from my Arms, and with you all 
That Ican or dear, or happy call. 

I ſhould of Love, bur evil ſhow, 
Should I ſubmir , and = you ge: 
He that would have you, maſt my Li ne, 
And by my death alone, mult p you. 
' Enter Souldier. 

Sold. Your preſence, Sir, Caſſander does deſire, 
Your Souldiers beaten, from the Walls retire : 
The Enemy hath ſuch bold fury ſhown, 

The like zill now, 1 think was never known. 


Sw 
[—. 
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They rear their ſcaling Ladders, round the Wall, 
A —_ as thick as hail, upon them fall ; 
With Rams, and Sluigs, the Battlements they beat,] 
And torce your men, with fire- tO retreat. 
Up their tall Ladders, in thick ſwarms they fly, 
- And with their warlike ſhouts, they rend thesky. 
Perd. Let them mount up, and let them enter in, 
Weave men enough, to beat them forth ag'in. 
Sold. The Scythian Prince, his Shield over his head, 
The way to Honour, and to danger led : 
And ſpite of all reliſtance, that was made, 
He gain'd the wall, and there alone he {tay'd. 
There fighting, like wild Boars, with wounds enrag'd, 
I left Caſſander, and that Prince engag'd. 
Perd. Madam, for your | wonaon. 4} L only ſtay. 
Stat. le not command 
But, if you will obligemne, as you ſay, 
Spare thoſe "that fall, with in your power, today. 
Perd. How muchT love, my Actions ſhall declare, 
Wheal the Life, of my lov*d Rival ſpare. Exit with the Soldver. 
Stat. Ye Gods above, that generous Life defend, 
Which Love alone, into ſuch _—_ brings, 
Let not his Fate, on our bad Fate depend, 
Th'illuſtrious off-{pring of ſo many Ki 
For, if you have decreed, that we ihall dye, 
Involve not him, in our fad Ruines too ; 
Grant him that peace, which you to us deny, 
And us alone, with your fierce wrath purſue. 
Pari. The Gods are jult, and juſtly all things ſway, 
Ler's then to their juſt wills, our ſelves ſubnut ; 
And without murmuring, their wills obey, 
For they beit know, what's for poor Mortals fit. 
Weourown Peace, and happineſs deltroy, 
WhiPſt we with fear, and grief, our {clves annoy. 
Stat. Your wile, yet vain Philoſophy, I hear, 
Yet ſee, your {mother'd troubles, in your eye 
That Heart is ſencelels, tnat 15 void, of Fear, 
When, fucha load of 1lls, does on it lye. 
Ler's tothe Altars, of our Gods repair, 
And force them, to be kind, with Incenſe,and with Prayer. ang. 
SCENE 
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SCENE III. The Rojal Palace in Babylon. 


Enter Roxana, and Heſione. 


Rox. This day, Heſione, I ſhall happy be, 
If the Juſt Gods, make their own Decree. 
He(i. The Oracle, 1 do remember well, 
Which, did long lince, rhis famous Siege foretell, 
Roxa. Such _—_— words, can never be forgot, 
For, in my memory, they are deeply wrot, 
Thus ſpake, th* inſpired Prieft-——-; 


JVhen Babylon, ſhall Stormed be, 
By him, whom thou doſt Love, 
That Day , auſpicious ſhall to thee , 
Above all others, Prove : 
The Objetts, of thy Love, and Hate, 
Shall, from thy Hands, recetve their Fate. 


Thoſe Hours, which then , ſhall ſmile on thee 
If thou know'ſt, how to uſe, 

T how mayſt, for ever, happy be, 
Or Foys, for ever looſe. 

In thy own Hand, thy own Fate lyes, 

If Bad, blame not the Deities. 


Such Favours, may the Gods, again, refuſe, 
If I, through Folly, ſhould their Gifts abuſe. 
Ple willingly ſubmit, to any Fate, 
When Lhave fatisfy'd, my Love, and Hate. 
Heſi, Madam, this Day, you ſhall have your deſire, 
You jhall Orontes, and Statira fee, 
Below your Feet, waiting their Deſtinie. 
Bur whiPit, you hold their Fates, in your own Hand, 
You on a nice, and tickliſh poynt do ſtand, 
You have the power, but how to uſe it, there 
Lyes all the Danger, anddeſerves your Care. | 
Roxas. The G ds affitt the Bold, whilſt Cowards be 
The Framers, cf their own ill ET 


— A 
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H:ſi. Your wiſdom, Madam, mighty things has done, 
That, won you Mexander's Heart , and: Throne. - 
Roxa. Burt yet, that wildom never could remove 
Crucl Orontes, from his fixed Love. 
F:ſi. The Gods, atlaſt, your pains will Recompence, 
And pur into your Hands, that Cruel Prince. 
Roxa. Ve mult not leave, all for the Gods todo, 
To Princes, they have giv'n ſome power too. 
They thew the oportumty, and way, 
Bur we, our ſelves, muſt aQt, as well as they. 
Whilit Perdicas, that watchful Dragon's, gone, 
And left my Rival, and his Care alone, | 
Pave ſent my Guards, to ſerze her, and when ſhe 


Is in my Power, then I ſhall happy be. 


Enter Statira, Pariſatis, and Cleone. Guard. 


Stat. It ſeems, Roxana, you will reigne alone, 
in my great Fathers, and my Husbands Throne. 
Roxa. At your bad Fate, and at the Gods repine, 
That Throne, indeed was theirs-—- but now 15 mine. 
Stat. Long ſince, in ſecret you have me betray'd, 
But now, my Right, you openly invade. 
Roxa. My Power, will make my-Right be underſtood, 
By that our Husband, made his Title good. 
Stat. But if your Right, muſt by ſucceſs be try*d; 
The Gods, as yet, declare not on your fide : 
For, our brave Friends, who nobly take our part, 
May yet our Right, with their ſucceſs aſſert. 
Poxa. Let what will happen, you may underſtand, 
You're Prigners, and your Fate I now command. 
Stat. 1 ſcorn, Roxana, for my Lite, to ſue, 
Pde not accept it, asa Guifr, from youu. 
Since, Pm your Rival, in your Throne, and Love, 
There is ſome Reaſon, you ſhould me remove. 
Bur, Tet not my dear Siſters blood, be {pilt, 
Her Innocence, involve not with my Guilt. 
Pari. Tillnow, my Siſter, you were ne*r unkind, 
Thinke not tofly, and leave me here behind. 
We both will dye, if Death be her intent. 
Boxa. Statira, yet may both your deaths prevent. 


OO ———— —— © 
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If ſhell Orartes, and his Love diſown, 
She ſhall not only live , but ſhare the Throne. 
Stat. Orontes 1s all virtue, 
And all you offer, if compar'd to Him, 
Below, ws generous Prince's worth, does ſeem ; 
Thaa Life, or Crown, he is a greater prize, 
And for his friendſhip, I do both deſpile. 
Roxa. With your own mouth, you have pronounc'd your tate, 
Go pray-—your lives have bur a little date. 
Secure them Guard-—- you in my pow*'r are now, 
[ have refoly'd your death, and {worn it too. 
Stat. You cann't, Roxana, fright them with that doom, 
Who, have before, the fear of death o'recome. 
CExeunt Statira, Parilatis, ad Guard 


Enter Caſſander wounded, Souldiers with Orontes bound. 


Caſſ. Madam, your ſtrict commands, I have obey'd : 
Love, more than other intreſt, can perſwade. 
By theſe, my numerous wounds, loſs of blood, 
My taithtul duty , may be underſtood. 
Can I more proof, of my obedience give, 
Than to permut, my greateſt Foe, to live? 
Roxa. | do, Caſſarder, this great kindneſs own, 
Which makes, the greatneſs, of your paſhon known. 
Retire, and let yonr glorious wounds, be drett, 
This ſervice ſhall be writren, in my breaſt. 
Cafſ. My Prigner, to your care, I here reſign. [Exit Cafl. 
Roxa. 1 am his Prigner, more than he is mane. [ aſide. 
Soldiers retire, in the next Chamber ſtay. [ Exeunt Solaters. 
You look on me, Orontes, as your Foc, 
Yet *tis my kindneſs, which does lite beſtow. 
Oron. The life you gave me, you may take away, 
That debt to you, I'm. ready ſtill to roy. 
Roxa. I did not give you life, with that intent, 
And ſcorn, ſo ſoon, may kindnels to repent. 
Oron. In giving life, you have no kindne(s ſhown, 
Bur you, and all your kindneſs, I diſown. 
Roxas. What greater proofs, of kindneſs, can I ſhow, 
Than ſtill, ro keep my heart, intire for you 2 # 
C. 2 ] love 


a You. <0 
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I love-—--Let me not name; that word again, 
Gods! that a Queen ſhould bluſh at-your diſdain. 
Oren. *T1s that unruly paſſion, in your brealt, 
Has robb'd my foul, of all its Joy and reſt. 
Roxa. Can my kind love, diſquiet your repoſe * 
Oron. You call that love, which more like hatred ſhows. 
Rex:. By that alone-—--- 
You may the greatnels, of my paſſion ſee. 
Oron. By that, I know, you love your ſelf, not me. 
For, you-would never ſeek, your own delight, 
If your Ferce ſoul, knew how to love noinhe. 
Roxe. It is that paſhon, which for you 1 have, 
That makes of me, a pow'rful Queen, a Slave. 
Repentance, 15 ——_ me, Ple go on, 
And end the work, I have {o well begun, 
And, if at laſt, you do my hopes deltroy, 
She, whom you love, you never ſhall enjoy. 
Oron. Such vicious love, I ever ſhall retuſe. 
Roxa. Your lite, anddeath, within my pow'r, does lye, 
['le make you love me, Prince, or you ſhall die. 
Oron. In vain, you think t aftright me, with my Fate, 
Death is more welcome, than the thing I hate. 
Roxa. So much di{dain, can be no longer born, 
It has rougd up, my anger, and my ſcorn. 
Orontes, now, che diff *rence ſhall be ſeen, 
Betwixt the love, and anger of a Queen. 


Enter Grmaras. 


Guards !----- 

Secure this Prisoner, with your greateſt carc, 

And on your lives, let none to him repair, 

Load him with chains----- [ Exeunt Guards and Orontes. 
I ſoft, and = means, no more will try, 

Orontes, and Statira both, ſhall dye: | 

The Gods, have put them, in my pow'r this day, 

To let them*ſcape, would my own cauſe, betray. 

Ple love no more-—- His ſcorn has rais'd my hate, 

Nor, with my paſſion, will I more debate: 


Leſt fooliſh love, ſhould my Reſvlves oppoſe, 


Ple Kill *um, while the Storm of anger blows. | 


Freedom 
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Freedom, to me, his death, can give alone, 

And hers, will tix me, fteadtaſt in my Throne: 

From diff rent cauſes, both {hall find one fate, 

Love kills Orontes, and Statirs hate. C Exeunt. 


AVE 
The SCE NE, The Campunidey the Walls of Babylon. 


Enter Eumenes and Lylimachus, leading Ptolomy wounded 


[yſi. Reat, as your pailion, you have courage ſhown, 
| © Fortune, has your mighty deeds o'rchrown, 
And ſhe, into whole hands, you would have lay'd 

The treaſure of your love, has you betray'd. * 

Yet I, by virtue, will my love advance, 

And no advantage take, of Arms, or Chance. 

Prol. Bright Honour, all your glorious ations ſways, 
And Crowns your Brows, with Mirtle, and with Bays. 
Againſt your lite, this day I had deſign, ; 
Yet you, with hazard, of your H—_—— mine, 
Sropping the progrels, of your great ſucceſs, 
You ran, to ſave a Rival, in diltreſs. 

Zyſi. If, to a Rival, I did fuccour lend, 
It was, becauſe, that Rival was my friend : 
But Fortnne had, in giving death to you, 
Depriv*d my love, of all its glory too: 
With what bright luitre, will my true love ſhine, 
When virtue gives it conquelt, over thine ? 

Ptol. Thar virtue, which fhines in your Soul fo clear, 

Does, in my brealt, raiſe jealoulie, and tear ; 
I doubt, the pow'r of ics ulluſtrious charms, 
Will raviſh Par:/atis, from my Arms. 
But tho, I fee your Troplues 1n the Field, 
And know your pow*r, vet I can never yield, 
In Arms, brave Rival, me you are abuve, 
Bur yet, I will your equal be, in love: 
| la 
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In that alone, I will with you contend, 

Though I oppoſe my Reaſon, and my Friend. 

Lyſi. 1 ſhould elteem you lels, it you ſhould prove 
More conſtant in your Friendſhip, than your love: 
If, ir your love, you could inconttant be , 

I ſhould believe, you might be fo ro me. 

Nor did I fhew my kindanels, on that (core, 

My Thoughts were not, ſo very mean, and poor : 

Love on, and with me, ſtill in love contead, 

If you more Rival grow, Ple grow more Friend. 
Ptol, Friend ! let me die, leit I ungrateful prove, 

I candie for you, but not ceale to love. 

Fume. *'T1s time, brave Friends, roend this generous ſtrite, 
And, to your ſmarting Wounds, ſome calc to give. 

Ptol. From hence, £umenes, I will never goe, 
"Till brave Orontes Deſtiny I know. 

Eume. Tho? he my Quarter, next to his a{ſ1gn'd, 
The Great 7haleſtris, rook up all my mind, 

Such wonders, did that brave Virago do, 

As rais'd love, in my brealt, and envy too. 

[ ſaw her lead, her valiant women on, 

And boldly , to the greateir dangers run , 

Not for my ſelf, but much for her atraid, 

I always nigh her fought, to give her aid. 

When I ſtones falling , on her head, beheld, 

I ran between, and caught them on my Shield: 

I watch'd the darts, as from the Walls they flew, 

And between them, and Her, my lelf1 threw. 

Bur ſhe, diſdainful, did my kindneſs ſhun, 

And more provok*d, did more on dangers run, 

Till ſhe, at laſt receiv'd a dangerous blow, 

Which, to the ground, did the brave Queen o*rthrow. 
/yſs. But where is now, our gallant Amazon * 
Eume. Sir, {he is, to the GeneraPs Quarter gon, 

For ſhe had heard, a murmuring Rumour tell, 

That in th* Aſſault, the brave Orontes fell. 


Enter Thaleſtris, Araxis, and Guard of Amazons. 


But ſee, ſhe's here-— 
| : Thal. 
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Thal. Araxis beſt does know. 
Arax. 1 know not, whether henow lives, or no, 
Pm yer amaz'd, to think, what he has done, 
For by himſelf, he Babylon has won. 
Nothing could force his Courage, to retire, 
Which preſt ch*'row Storms ot-Stones, of Darts, and Fire. 
In ſpuce of all, my Maſter forward went, 
Till he, at la(t, had gain'd the Battlement, 
1 here like ſome God? he threat*ned the whole Town, 
And alltheir Force, and Rage ſuſtain'd alone, 
For tho, his Souldiers did no Courage lack 
They were, by force of Arms, all beaten back. 
Zyſi. If brave Orontes lives, wee'l ſet him free, 
Eume. If dead, we will revenge his Deſtinie. 
Ptol. We the proud Miſtrels , of the World, will bum, 
And all her lofty Spires, to Aſhes turn. 
Thal. Let us, this Night, tora new ſtorm prepare, 
Fortune, docs oftentimes, change ſides in War, 
Though now, we have receiv'd rhe worſt, in het, 
Let's try, to'a(ſault them, favour'd by the night. 
Afrer ſucceſs, we may expett the Foe, 
More negligent, and more ſecure will grov-. 
Zyſi. We'll to the General's Tent withdraw, and ſtraight 
[n Counſel, what you now po debate. [Ex. Lyſi. ard Ptol. 
Arax. Toenter Babylon dilguig'd, Ple try ; 
And ſerve my Maſter, and his Friends, or dye: 
Fortune, afſiit me, and propitious be, 
And Ile build Altars, to thy Deitie. LExit. 
Eume. Madam, how like the Sea, when calm, you ſhow, 
So foft your aſpeQt, and fo ſmooth, your brow ; 
But once, this day, when you = rough in Arms, 
You ſeem'd to me, like the Wild Seas, in Storms. 
'Thequier Sea, does ſome ſoft pleaſure yield, 
Burt its great power, in Tempeſts is beheld, 
His dreadful majeſty, then beſt appears, 
Whea he ſhoots up his Waves, to the bright Stars 
Tho? you ſeem ſweet, in your ſoft ſmiling Charmes, 
You are more noble, in your dreadful Arms. 
'Twas that fierce bravery, which I ſaw in you, 
That only could, my untam*d Heart, ſubdue Þ 
rom: 
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From gentle Eyes, often proceed's Love's flame, 
Bur mine, more {trange, trom their tierce Lightning came. 
Thal. Andoit feems, Since you ſo boldly dare 
To me, an Amazon, your Love declare : 
But ſince, my hiercenels, did your Love beget, 
| ever, will your Love, with tiercencls treat : 
With Anger, Pride, with Furie, and Diſgain, 
And nut with Smiles, your Love Ple entertain. 
Eume. Soft Love, willall your Anger, foon afſwage, 
Or, with my Blood, I will appeaſe your Rage. 
Thal. In Armes, and Wars, we Amazons delight, 
Weare all bred, to labour, and to tight. 
Love, Ealie, and Sottnels, weas evils ſhun, 
But ſoon toBattels, and to dangers run. 
It among us, any weak Cowards be, 
We make them Slaves, to ſerve the valiant free, 
Or banijh them, as Bees, drones from their hive. 
Eume. Ah | that the God of Love, his power would ſhew, 
And with his powerful Armes, your Heart ſubdue : 
That you might talte, what Joys, 1n Love abide, 
And know the pain, to be ot Love deny'd. 
Tba/. My women doe the Joys of Conqueſt know, 
No pain bike that, of flying trom the toe. 
Our joys, aud paines, borh real are, and true, 
None, thoſe ot Love, but in their fancies knew. 
We the Chemera laugh at, more than hate, 
Which your falſe joyes, and pumihments create. 
Thal. Hither, Eumenes, I tor Glory came, 
Drawn by the Valiant Mexanders Fame, 
By wars, my Fame, and Knowledg to improve, 
And not to hear, your idle talk of Love. 
Ler Love, and Peace, to weaker fouls ſeem good, 
They're things, which canwt, by us be underitood. 
Eume. Bur when, tne ſweets, of gentle Love, you find, 
You, both to Love, aud me, will grow more kind, 
The God of War, o'recome, by Love's ſoft Charmes, 
Pliant and gentle grew, though tierce in Armes. 
Tha!. Fierce War, with us, does ever make abode, 
Which frights away, that litrle lazy God, 
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To peaceful, and luxurious Courts he flies, 
To fair loft Boſloms, and to wanton eyes : 
The noyſe of Trumpets, from us drives kim far, 
He ſtill delights, in peace, no buſineſs has, in War. 
Eume. But yet, your Women, deal with love, and peace, 
Our Capadocians, help them to increale. 
Zhal. I bluſh to hear it, tho Contels it true, 
Our Women, heretotore, have met with you, 
Nature, not love, did to this Rigour bind, 
They only fought you, to preſerve their Kind : 
To what the Law of Nature, does Ordain, 
They have ſubmitted, tho with grief, and pain, 
But I, that evil Cuitom, ſo abhor, 
My Subjects Ple Command, to ufe't no more, 
And &re PFle {toop, todo a thing fo baſe, 
Ple be the laſt, of our illuftrious Race : 
Since, without men, th-re can no iflue be, 
Our glorious Empire, ſhall have end in me. 
Eume. Rather, fair Queen, the Laws, of love, obey, 
They reach a gentler, and more noble way : 
To Cympals your Deſires, and men ſubdue, 
At once, to make us Slaves, and Vittors too, 
O'recome us, Madam, with your natural Charms, 
Let us fa!l, by your eyes, not by your Arms. / 
For Woman Man, tor Man was Woman made, 
Each was Created, for the others aid : | 
Then, whilſt you live, withour-us Men, fo long, 
You the Divinity of love, and Nature wrong, 
Lay now aſide, at length, of men, your Hate, 
Andlet, each Woman, chooſe a loving Maze, 
Your Empire, that way, ſhall continued be, 
And you, your beauteous felf, increas'd ſhall fee. 
7 hal. Eumenes this is Treaſon, *gainſt our State, 
Which will not love inſpire, but move my hate. 
Fume, In what Ican, Madam, [I will obey, 
Sol may love, do you preſcribe the Way, 
Thal. It 1 ſhould now, tolet you love, conleant, 
It ſhall be only, tor your puniihment : 
Love then,— bur look, for nothing, but diſdain, 
Love without hope, to be beloy'd _ Exit cum ſuis. 


Eume. 
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Z#ume, Her Soul 1s marble, and ſhe cane be movy*d , 
She cannot love, nor will ſhe be beloy'd. 
Her Hcart 1s ſteel, loves form, it will not take, 
Love there, tho ſharp, can notmpreſfton make: 
But I muſt love, tho I {tif} love m vain, 
Tho without hope, and anfwerd with diſdain : 
With Conſtancy, I will her love purſue, 
Who knows, but Conſtancy, may her ſubdue, 
That in her Breaſt, at laſt, may love imprint, 
And make more lofr, that Heart, which now is flint. CO Fxtt. 


The SCENE A Priſon. 


Enter Roxana. 


Roxa, I am aftraid, the Lightning, of his eyes, 
Will pierce my Brealt, and my ſoft Heart, lurprile. 
How hard a thing, it 15 to break, love's Chain, 
And notto think, that pleaſure, which is pain. 

But love, no longer, ſhall my Soul infeſt, 

I with revengeful Rage, have arm*d my Brealt. 

Since, with diſdain, - he did my love deny, 

[ will the pleaſure have, to make him die. 

This is the Way 
The Scene opens, and diſcovers Orontes bound in Chains, 


Speak now Orontes, ere it be too late, . 


" Will you have life, with love, or Death, with Hate 2 


Your Fate, does now, depend on your own Breath, 
In your own Choice, 1s either lite, or Death. 
Orox. He were unworthy, of Sratiras love, 
Who would for fear, of Death, unconlitant prove. 
As, forher ſake, I'de be content to live, Draws a danzer 
So for her, willingly, I death receive. = of her fleev, 
Roxa. Then Dearh I bring-——Diſdainfal man : ſtand tair, 
This, from thy Breaſt, Statira's Form ſhall tare, 
Incens'd, I willa mercileſs Tyrant prove, 
And Stab that Heart, will not admit my love. 
ilelaugh, with joy, toſce thy life expire, 
And with thy Blood,” Ple quench thy amorous fire. 


Oran, 
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Nron. Strike boldly then-———play well, the Tyrants part, 
You'l tind, an eafie way, to my unguarded Heart. 
Except my Queen, nothing that's here beneath, 
Appears, lo welcome, to me, now, as Death: 
For ſince wy Fate, does her I love deny, advances with 
- With joy I tall, and with Content, I die. her Dagzer. 
Roxa. Then thus, Orontes, 1 will end our ſtrite, 
This blow, ſhall cur my love off, and thy lite. 
What trembling's this, has ſeiz?d my Heart, and Arm * 
There's magick in his Looks, in*s Eyes a Charm. [aſide, 
{ tind, I cannot my Intents purſue, 
I tecl, ſome kind of toolilh pitty too. 
Fave thought on't now--—lt ſhall be {0&-——— 
Oren. What now Roxana? Delay tortures me. 
The Death you bring, to me, does pleaſant ſeem, 
"Twill wake me, from a fad, unquict Dream - 
It will give caſe, to my atftlicted mind, 
And make me think, in this laſt Act, yowrKind. 
Roxa. Nay, Sir, lince you, unwilling are to live, 
I will, to puniſh vou, grant a Reprieve. 
You ſhan't find pleature, in that Death I bring, 
Death, is not Death, unleſs it has a fring, 
Some other way, Ple fatishie my hate, 
Your Eyes, ſhall firſt behold, my Rivals Fate, 
For ſince her Life, you, eo your own, preter, 
Before thou dy'ſt ble kill chee, firft, in her. [ 20ing 0. 
Oron. Stay, Tyrant ſtay, be not ſo inhumane, 
Will you nor kill, unlefls you kill, with pain 2 
It by my ſcorn, I merit your Revenge, : 
Act not your hatred, in a way lo tr | , 
Kill the offender, do not {pare his blood, 
But murther not the Innocent, and good. 
Roxa. If ſhe be good, ſhe fitier is to dic. 
Oron. . Anddoes no pitty in your Bolome he? 
Roxa. Let pitty, and good Nature dwell elſewherc, 
I have more g, and violent Paſſions there. 
* Oror. Can then no Prayers, your great wrath, aſlwage ? 
FF Roxas. No more, than they can ſtill, the Occans Rage. 
The great Concern, you for my Rival ſhow, 
Does but the more provoke, to __ the blow. 


Oros. 
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Oron. To ſave herlife, what isr I would not do 2 
Yer cann't pertorm, what 1s requir'd by you. 
| cann'r put out, loves great, and lacrcd hire, 
The Gods can only quench, what they 1infpire. 
Some other way propole 
Roxa. ln Vain, Orontes, now, to me you ſue, 
For | havelearn't, how to deny, by you. 
You fay, Ithings impothible require, 
And yer, the ſame, you now of ime deſire. 
If ro faveher, you cann't your love ſubdue, 
Hate”s not leſs RR inme, than lovein you. 
That lays, you mult, to this Decree ſubmit, 
To ſee Statiralilain, or her tor ever quit, 
Oron. The choice is hard, Roxana Let her live 
And all thy Injuries, I will forgive. 
My Hate of thee, Ple from my Breaſt remove, 
And that is more, than half the way, to love. 
Roxa. To hear him thus intreat, I dare not ſtay, 
My paſſion will, at laſt, it felf betray. [aſide 
will no longer trifle thus, with you, 
You know my will, and what you have to do. 
Think on*t—-1 bur a little Time will give, 
To make your choice, if ſhe ſhall die, or live. Exit 
Oron. As men, in ſtorms, a linking Barque, to frec, 
Are forc'd to fling their wealth, into the Sea. 
To ſave Statira*s lite, Inow mult quit, 
My conſtant love, and the rich joys of it. 
But Earth, as ſoon, may from it's Centre move, 
As Ican force my {clIf, to leave my love. 
Nor can let her die——no, no, in vain 
Roxana thinks, to keep me with this Chain, 
No cruel Queen, from all thy Tyrannie, 


And from theſe Chains, Death ſoon ſhall ſet me free. 
The ſcene Cloſes 


ACT 
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A $485 
The SCE NE, Babylon. 


Enter Caſlander and Perdicas meeting him with his Guard. 


Perd. \ X F Hat ſadnels i5't, Caſſander, moves you now 2 


It il] becomes, the Laurels on your brow : 
This Day, Idid believe, that I ſhould ſee 

You tull of ſiniles, after our Vidorie. 

Caſſ. It lam fad, ater our great ſucceſs, 
Me thinks, your Looks, Sir, do no Calm expreſs: 
It dark, and ſhady Clouds, hang in my Eyes, 
Ike in yours, a ſtorm begin to rile. 

Perd. Whilſt I to wounds, and Death, my ſelf expoſe, - 
Killing my Friends, becauſe Roxans's foes, 
Shegets my* ador'd Srarira. int” her power, 
And keeps her prisner, in the Palace Tower: 
But Iam going , thence to ſer her free, 
And with my ſword, to give her Libertic. 

Caſſ. WhilſtI, for her, to wounds, and dangers gt, 
And, *gainſt my Int”reſt, ſave my greatelt foe, 
Whilſt her commands , Icaretully obey, 
And yield this mighty Empire, ro her ſway, 
She meets my Love, with a diſdainful frown, 
And him, who ſcorns her, with her Love, does Crown, 

Perd. Our Love, and Int'reſt, ſhould us rwo conjoyn 
It is one Man, diſturbs your peace, and mine: 
"Tis fit Orontes then fhould dye, that he 
May never more diſquiet you, or me. 

Caſſ. Yes he ſhall dye, by all rhe Gods I vow, 
This Arm ſhall, ſhortly, give the fatal blow. 

Perd. By all the if in my power it lies, 
When firſt ſee him, by this Arm he dies: 
And when we have this obſtacle remov'd, 
We ſhall be kindlicr us'd, and more. belov'd. n 

% | 
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Caſſ. Their furious Love, will cool, and we ſhall find 
Our Queens, who aow dildain us, grow more kind. 
(Exennt ſeverally. 


The 'S CE NE, The Palace Ryjal in Babylon, 


Enter Roxana, and Helione. 


Rox. Who are in love, at all times cann't be wiſe, 
Paſſion, o*'recomes our weaker pollicies. 
Whoin ſafe peace, and undilturb'd would reign, 
Should have no paſſions, yet oft paſſions feign. 
Our Reaſon, and our Judgment they inteſt, 
And open lay, the ſecrets ot our Breaſt. 
He(i. Madam, of all the Paſſions, Love's moſt bold, 
And itill is found, molt hard to be conrrol'd. 
Rox. Tuit now diiturb'd, I trom Orentes came, 
Full of Revenge, of Anger, Love and Shame, 
Being oOrepowr*d, by their impetuous tide, 
I could not my reliltleſs Paſſions hide. 
Bu. at Caſſanger, did the Venom throw, 
Of my Diſdain; and Hate too plain did ſhow. 
Fi. Pave wonder'd, Madam, with what $Kill, and Art, 
You have kept under, his aſpiring heart : 
He cannot boaſt, that he in Love does thrive, 
And yet, you keep his little hopes alive. 
Rex. I know not, which has in my Heart, moſt ſhare, 
Love, or Ambition: both arc mighty there, 
I cannot be content, with one alvae, 
Pde have my Love, and nor forgoe the Throne. 
For Love; fake, Perdicas my Friend I (tile, 
Ambition makes me on Caſſander ſmile, c 
'ThoTIintend, at laſt, both ro beguile. 
What noiſe is that 2---— [Claſbing of ſwords within. 


Enter Guard. 


$91d. Perdicas, Madam, on your Guard docs fall, 
I fear he! force, Statirafrom us all. 
Rc: Go, frop him wrewh--make haſt—ſtop himl ſay, 
Firtt dye, and with your Bodies, block his way. [Exeunt Guard 
Thi 
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This amorous fool, will ſpoil my great deſigne, Exeunt 


Enter Perdicas fiahtins with the Guard. 


Perd. Vie force my way, tho you an Armie were. 
Enter Roxana" and H<elione. 

Roxana ſaatches a ſvord from on» of the Guard, and ſtops Percicas. 

Rox. How Peraccas ! Come further if you dare. 
Over thisBrealt, you tirit mutt make your way. 

Is this the great Reſpect you to me pay ? ; 
' Perd, Madam, you may account this Action rude, 

"Tis better yer, than your Ingratitude : 

Whiltt Blood, and Lite, I venture for your ſake, 

From me, what is more dear, than Lite, you take. 

Rox. You arc too Raih-—lt was your good I ſought, 
And I will ſoon, make you contels your fault. 
Command your Gua ne off---- 

Perd. Go wait without-—- 

Rox. Retire you, to your charge. To her Guard flinss away 
Now, Perdicas,l will = mind <1{cloſe. 4 the ſword. 
You, from my Rival, long have fought in vain, 

For Love's deep wound, ſome Rem'edy ro obtain $ 
Toa deaf Statue,vou do ſtill complain. 

You to a ſencele(s Rock, your Love make known, 
And court a Miſtreſs, with a heart of ſtone. 

I for your Rival, the like pains indure, 

Which He, you know, has ſtill deny*d tocure. 

He fcorns my Love, and does my fickneſs mock, 
And wears an Heart, far harder, than a Rock. 

All gentle ways, we too, too long, have try'd, 
Have humbly ſought, but ſtill have been deny'd. 
No longer now, let us our pains endure, 

A deſperatelll, muſt have a deſperate Cure. 

Perd. "Tis true, all gentle means, I long have us'd 

My hopes, and patience, I have found abus'd, 
My tortur'd heart, for paincan hardly live, 
And to my wounded ſoul, none eaſe can give: 
Bur yet if pray*rs, won't make my Goddeſs kind, 
[ know not which way, you can force the mind. 
Rox. The ſtubborn mind, like grown Oaks, will not bend, 


You cannot bow them, but with force they rend. ol 
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Sour {tif Rivals, won't with us comply, 

E're they will bow, and yield, they*l break, and dyc. 
Death they diſpiſe : I know our loves to ſhun, 

It Death be ofter'd, both to Death will run. 

Perd. It the [tiff mind, can no way forced be, 
Whar 1s it, you'd propole, tor Remedic 2 

Rox. Art muſt be us'd, and I have found a way, 
To make them both ſubmit, and us obey. 
They both, above themſelves, cach other Love, 

And thorow one, we mutt the other move. 

Though eirher Death would choole, ere they'd comply, 
They'*l yield, betore they*l ice each other dye. 

They*l tender grow, their Paſſions will be moy'd, 

To ſce Death oftter'd, to the thing beloy'd : 

Then at your feet, you will Sratira lee, 

And 1 Oroztes, {upplicating me. 

Perd. So greats rhe pain of Love, which I cndure, 

I any means would try, to? obtaina Cure: 
We cut our Fleſh, and put our ſclves to pain, 
A Freedom, trom ſome iharp Diſcaſe, to gain, 
SoI mult ſtab, and wound my bleeding Hearr, 

V/hilitl procure, Statira's pain and (marrt. 

Kex. Thatour Delign, may to our with fiicceed, 
Threaten with Death, but what you do, take heed. 
For if your Life, mult with Statrra's cnd, 

Llpon Orontes Lite, mine does depend. 

Perd. Madam, I to your wildom, and your Care 

Shall leave the management, of this Aitair. 

I {hall obſerve, all that you ſhall command, 

And take my bleiling, from your bountcous hand. 

| with this ſubtle:Queen, ſeem to comply, [Alide. 
But I have vow?'d, my Rival ſoon ſhall dye. 

Wizh skilful cunning, ſhe now plays her part, 

But I will countermine her Art, with Art. [ Exit 

Rox. Thus Raging Beaſts, we do with Ginns, inſnare, 

And ſubtle flights, for mighty force prepare: 

The Elephant, and Horle, fan our will, 

And the fierce Lion's tam'd, by Art, and $kill. 

If what I now deſign does take, *ris well, k 
If not (who can the event of things foretell :) 


[——_— 
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I for my ſafety, will ſo well provide, 

That what ſeems jeſt, in carnelt ſhall be try'd. 

The Rival of my Love, and Crown, {hall dve, 

My? Ambition, and Revenge to fatishic : 

But cunning Perdicas, decerv*d mult be, 

With _ 4 which donot with my Thoughts agrec. 

The Raſh Caſſander, I mult too beguile, 

And tix him, with the favour of a ſmile. 

Heſione, fend for Caſſander (trait, 

And whilſt, with you, he does my leiſure wait, 

Charm him with Cm and my late frowns excuſe, 

'Tis no great fin, fond Lovers to abuſe. [ Excunt. 


The SCENE, A Tower of the Palace. 


Enter Statira and Parilatis. 


Stat. Death, which cach moment, we expett to ſec, 
Is far leſSdreadful, than this news to me ; 
Whilſt my Orontes was in fatery, I 
With leſs Concern, and more Content could dye : 
But now, my ſoul oppreſt, with bulic care, 
Is ruff'd, and for Him, di{turb*d with tear. 

Pari. But Siſter, why are you diſturb'd fo much 
You know, Roxana's Love for him, 1s ſuch, 
You may allure your ſelf, and well believe, 
He no ill treatment, will trom her receive. 
What 1s it then, ſhould ſo uncalm your mind ? 
Unleſs you're jealous ſhe ſhould be roo kind : 
But his great love, and conſtancy you know, 
Nor all her Charms, and Arts, can overthrow. 
This great attempt, and valiant Act does prove, 
That he (till wears, a true, and conſtant Love. 

Stat. That conſtancy, you think ſhould me fecurc 
From Fear, does cauſc = Fear, I now endure, 
For what will not, that wicked Woman dare, 
Todo, when Love is turn'd into Diſpair 2 
Whilſt ſhe has hopes, her Love will make her kind, 
When they are lot, {hel ſhew her cruel mind: 
Rob'd of her Whelps, a Tygrels will not be 
So Cruel, and {full of Rage, as !he. 

E Her 
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Her Love's no pure, unmixt,and gentle Fire, 
But is an impure Flame, anhot, untam'd Defire. 
Pari. Are you content, he ſhould inconſtant prove, 
To ſhun the Fate which threatens, his true Love? 
Stat. Should I conſent, ſhould I requelt it too, 
That isa thing, I know, he could not do. 
Par. In things that no ways remedy*d can be, 
We mult {ibmut, to hard Necellinie : | 
By Death, cur Troubles will to peace be change, 
And though wedye, we ſhawt dye unreveng'd. 
We have two Friends, who with their armed powers, . 
Wi! ſoon revenge Orentes Death, and Ours. 


Enter Cleone. 


Cleo. The Captain of Roxana's Guard, does wait 
Without, and asks to be admitted {trait : 
His buſineſs Madam, Ican no ways learn, 
Bur's looks betray, ſome great, and ſad concern. 
Stat. Go Cleone, and bring him in-— [Exit Cleone 
The unexpeQted news of Death, might fright, 
But expectation, now, does make it hight: 
They whoſor it, beforchand do prepare, 
When it approaches, don't like others fear. 


Enter Captain with the Guard and Cleone. 


Capt. By me the Queen, does let you underſtand, 
{Madam, I muſt obey her ſtrict command) 
Ir 1s her pleaſure, that yon ſtrait muſt dye. 

Stat *Tis what I expeQted, from her Cruelty. 
She told me her ſelf, what now Ihear from you, 
| then beliey'd her Threats ſhe would purſue, 
Therefore, todye, Ihave my ſelf prepar'd, 
But has the Tyrant, Sir, my lifter ſpar'd 2 

oo I know not, Madam, what {} intends to do, 
My Orders, now, concern not her, but you. 

Pari. Invain, ſhe ſpares my Life, it ſhe muſt die, 
Nature, and Friendſhip, us together tie, 
And they have knita knot, cann't be unti'd, 
Nor ſhall her Tyranny, us two divide, 
Furthe kind Gods, to us, a pow*r do give, 
Ehat, at our pleaſure, we may ceaſe to live. 
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Stat. Sifter, you ought to Death, no more to run, 
Than you for fear, ſhouldits approaches ſhun : 
On the Gods wills, with patience, you, muſt wait, 
And neither, run to ſeek, nor ſhun your Fate. 
When 1 am dead, Ple hover in the Air, 
And there, I will unſeen, of you take Care. 
Adcu dear fiſter-—-- Embrace 
—--Pmaſſur'd my Friend 
Will both Revenge me, and your Life defend. 
Pari, Cruel Roxana! thus to make us part, 
Is from my Breaſt, to tare my living Hearr. 
Adue dear (iſter---— C Embrace 
----Tho w* are parted thus 
Death ſhall again, reſtore our Joys to us: 
You, but few moments, {hall betore me go, 
E're Ple o'retake you, in the ſhades below. 
Stat. To what place is1t, I mult gotodye 7 
Capt. 'Tis to Orontes Prilon.—- 
Stat. What ! Will Roxanz be {o good, tome 7 
Will ſhe, once more, let me Orontes lee 7 
For this great kindneſs, Ple her wrongs forgive, 
Thoafter that, I but one moment live. 
Capt. If kindneſs ſhe deſigns, Ido not know, 
But, Madam, rhither *tis, that you mult go. 
Stat. Let's go then, Death ut ſelf ſeems plealant, there, 
This unexpetted Joy, has baniſhed fear. 


[Exennt Capt. Stat. aud Cleone with Guards 


Pari. How faſt, the Dream, of Greatne(s, ſlides away ! 
How ſoon is worldly Pomp, and Glory loſt. 
Fortune, with Princes, ſtill delights tu play, 
And in their Ruines, does her great pow*r boaſt. 
The great, ſtand high, on ſlippery Rocks, of Ice, 
They cannot move, but they muſt move, in Fear, y 
Like ſeeming ſtars, that ſhoot down, from the Skies, { 
They tumble headlong , from their lofty Sphear. [ 
Happy are they, who1n poor Cabbins dwell, 
And there content, reſt on their humble Buds, 
Great Joys, nor Griets, enter their homely Cell, 
Nor Cares, Diſtruſts, nor _ diſturb their Heads: 

l 2 Their 
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'The laft, bur molt aſſured, Remedy. 
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Their pleaſures ſmall, but natural, and true : 
Happy ! if their own happinels they knew. [Exit 


The SCENE, The Priſonof Orontes, 
He is diſcovered lying bound as before. 


()rox.” The Gods are deat, to them Icry, in vain, 
Unmor'd, rhey tee, and pitty not our pain : 
Bat lince, tor all our ills, one Cure they gave, 
Why ſhould we ask, what we already have : 
Dh, roall Troubles, givesa gentle end, 
Docs Loves, the Worlds, and Natures faults, amend. 
he way to Lite's but one, not cafily found, 
Fo Death, the ways are plain, and do abound, 
The Gods, put nothing, in our power more ſure, 
Fo ſhew, it was, for humane 1lls rhe Cure. 
Tothce, ble!t Cure, I now reſolve to fly, 


Enter Statira and Cleone. 

$:at. Ah Prince ! what barbarous Heart,has bound thoſe hands * 
And terter'd them, with ſuch unworthy Bands? 
Thole hands, which have ſuch glorious Attions done, 
Which have ſy many Lawels nobly, won 2 
Thole hands, which were by Heav*®n delign'd, to bear 
A Scepter, and not laviſh Chains to wear. 

Can Lovedo this? Can Love, in fetters bind 2 
Can Love, thus cruel be? and thus unkind : 

Oroa. Since for your ſake, I do thele fetters ware, 
Than Crowns, or Laurels, they more glorious are : 
They”re full of glory, and of pleaſure too, 
Crowns [ prize leſs, than luftering for you. 

Lov's noble Bond, which binds my Heart, 1 prize, 
And tho vour Slave, Roxana's Chains, dilpile. 

$t:t. Thoie Chains, Orontes, are more juſtly minc, 

Roxana mcant them, tor my hands, not thine : 

She could noother way, withall her Art, 

But bv a/Nicting me, ſubdue.your Heart. 
She 
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She knew, that I could, my own ſufferings, bear, 

And underſtood, that yours, rouch'd me more near. 

This vilit then, not trom her kindneſs fprings, 

Her Cruelty, now, us together brings, 

That by your ſuff *rings, I might Torment tind, 

And by my Torment, the might move your mind. 
Oron. Thele fuft rings, Madam, I ithould count but light, 

Did they not keep me trom your beautcous ſight, 

W hillt I enjoy, that happinels, I tind 

No Grief, can touch, the quiet ot my Mind, 

Your ſight, my Sorrows and my Griefs, deltroys, 

And hidesall other Patſons, in my Jovs : 

So the adwir'd £lrxrr does entold, 

Such Virrue, which baſe Mettals turns, to Gold 


Enter Perdicas, Roxana, Heltone, with Guards 1d 
four Blacks with Crooked Seymiters by ther [ides, 
and ſtrangling Cords in their hauds. 

Roxz. Toolong, too long, Statira, you have liv'd, 
And me, of all my peaceful Joys, depriv'd, 
My fooliſh pitty, has my Torment been, 
But now, no more, again{t my elf, Ple lin ; 
My Actions paſt, Ple not exculc to you, 
Nor Reaſons give, for w hat, nowy ſhall do, 
It is by Pow'r, that Gods, and Kings do Reign, 
And by my pow'r, Ple, now, my will obtain. 
To thele extreams, that Man, has made me fly, $ Pointinr to 
"Tis he, has urg'd me, thus,to make you dy. Orcunrtcs 
For I have vow'd, you ſhail no longer live, L pointing to the 
From thoſe black hands,you !{hali your Death,rcceive. bare mute 
Linlels You will Oronte 5, NOW retign, - 
And what is more, perlvwade him to be mine. 

Perd. And, I, Orontes, malt to vou declare, 
That I have ſworn, your Lite, I will pot ſpare, 
It you will not Statira quit to mc, 
Inow am Malter of your Deſrine, | 

Stat. 1 do not doubt, Roxana, but you will, | 
What yowave delign'd, with crucity, full. 
For your black Criines, to all the World proctame, 


You have no ſence of Honour, or of {hame 
bur 
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Bur cnd, what you? ave begun----for know that 
Your Pitty ſcorn, and Cruelty dehie. 
In vain, you think, to make me quit, tor fear, 
What is, than Lite, a thouſand times more dear. 
To threatcn me, with Death, in vain you try, 
*T15 more to quit Orortes, than to dye. 
» Oron. This baſe Tyrannick way,you may purſue, [70 Perdicas 
» Whone'r yet Honour, or crue Valour knew, 4 
By them alone, you ſhould advance your ſute, 
For her, with blood, and ſervices diſpute. 
Bur, like a Robber, you have ſerz'd your prey, 
Thoa more lafe, yet more ignoble way. 
In thee, what mark, of Valour can be tound, 
Who thus dolt treata Prince, who, like a Slave, 1s bound. 
Perd. Thy Lite, Orontes, now, at (take, does lye, 
*T15 in her choyce, it you ſhall live, or dye. [ Pornting to Statira 
By thy advice, or ot her own accord, 
Let her reſolve----- 
It ſhe, Oroztes, does thy Litc eſteem, 
She ſoon, may thee, from Death, and Bonds, redecm. 
Roxa. And if Orontes, does Statira love, 
That Death, which threatens her, He may remove. 
Determine ſtrait, if Life, to her you'l give, 
Few are the moments elſe, ſhe has to live. 
Or0p. Fair Queen, what, 1s it, you reſolve todo? [79 Statira 
Srat. Whar's quit : 1 have reſolv'd, todye for you. 
Orsn. Your Lite, fair Queen, is ſacred, and divine, 
More worth, than area thouſand, ſuch as mine : 
Ir is unjuſt, that you ſhould dye, for me, 
My Death, perhaps, may end your milerie. 
$tat. You are unjuſt, if you my Death lament, 
Or ſeek ro hinder, this my laſt content. 
For this, Oroztes, is the only way, 
Pave left, my mighty debt, to you to pay. 
Your Lite, tor me, you often did expolc, 
From me, your trouble, and your Danger grows, 
You ave made your Love, and Valour nobly known, 
Whick I till now, ner had the pow*r, to own. 
But now, Orontes, I ſome proots will give, 
i Since for your ſake, I will no longer live. 
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That my AﬀeCtion, to that hight is grown, 
It cann't, by fear of Death, be SR : 
My Death, dear Prince, ſhall ſcale, my Love to you; 
And witneſs for me, that my Love was truc. 

Oron. What happineſs1s this, you give to me ! 
Nothing can add, to my Felicity, 

Now you, for me, have fo great kindneſs ſhown , 
And, what 1 ne*r deſerv*d, your Love made known : 
But, Madam, I requeſt, and humbly ſue, 

That you will live, and let me die, for you. 

Star. Alas ! inLite, in Liberty, ora Throne, 
What pleaſure can there be, when you are gone 
All our Felicities below, we tind, 

Arecurrant made, and meafur*d by the mind: 
From me, all joy's all pleaſures, ſoon will fly, 

And torments teize me, when my Prince ſhall dye 
Pde have you live, Oroates---—but live mine, 
Youto Roxana, 1 canner reſign. 

- 4 oy I can reſign, and Empire too, 

Thoſe I can give her, bur nor give her you. 

Oron. No, Madam, no, t here my promilſegive, 
I will not, for the proud Roxaxa, live : 

A thouſand Deaths, 1 for your ſake prefer, 
ToLife, and th*Empire of the World, with her. 
Live then fair __—_—_ from you Idepart, 
My Image, ſtill ſhall Irve, within your Heart : 
And, Perdicas, ſince you to Love pretend, 

Her, from Roxana's Cruelties, defend : 

Keep her Life ſafe----I make it my laſt prayer, 

My fair Queens ſafety, now is all my Care. 
Afﬀure, me, that ſhe ſhall, in ſafety be, 

And Ple forgive, what cre thou doſt to me. 

Stat. In Perdicar's pow*r, that docs not lie, 
For if youlive not, I refolve to die. 

And if I am not, by Roxana, lain, 
By my own hand, that Freedom, Pie obtain. 

Perd. Ah! Madam, do you thus reſolve, at laſt - 
Will you repay thus, all my kindneſs paſt ? 

[ for your ſake, have ſpar*d my greateſt foe, 
Shall my Indulgence, be rewarded fo - 
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Stat. Yes, Sir, this firm Reſolve, which now I make, | 

Nor all your Threatnings, ſhall! have power ro ſhake. 

There is no other way, 0 lepara:e 

Us two, but by my Death, tor which I waar, 
P14. No®wus by f15—-And by the Heavens,l vow, 

Not all the world ſhall fave him from it now. 

Dvye---dve Barbarian---with thy Blood repay, Draws his ſword ro 

That Peace, which thou trom me halt tance ts Oront ghorow 
Roxas. Hold Perdicas---it you Orcares hurt, 

Pic trrike this Javeiin ttrow Sratiys's Hearr, 

| [Roxana ſnatches x Favelin from one of her Guard,xnd 

preſents it to Statira's Breaſt. 

Oren. Ah Perdicas | run---fave the Queen--- 

From Ferce Roxana's power, let her tree, 
An then you, lately, may give Dezth ro me. 

Sat. Here, here, Roxana, plunge thy crucl Spear: j ſhews her 
The child of great arizs, cannot tear. Breaſt. 
Strike throw this Heart---ſtrike boldly, do not ſpare, 

And pierce his Image, who diſdains thee, there. 
Perdicas caſts himfelf befor: Roxana's Favelen, 
and Roxana plzces h:r ſelf bexween him and 
Orontes. 

Roux, lngratctul'ss thou art, thou ſhalt not dyz {79 Oronr. 

[hy Lilc is late —— lam by, 
Yor with my own, * will thy Lite defend, 
'And though thou hateſt me, ſhew my {elf thy Friend. 

Oron. Since to Statira, yowave luch malice ſhown, 
Youare to me molt black, and odious grown : 

Evn Perdicas, Tlove much more, than thee, 

And pardon, all his crueltics, to me, 

Becauſe his care, and tenderncis Pave leen, 

In ſnarching, tromaby Murtl'rous hands, my Queen, 
When you, with {5 much wrath,and Rudenels prelt, 
That dreadful Javelin, *gainſt her tender Breatt. 

Perd. Vor you fair Queen, lall my Blood, will ſpend, £76 Star. 
Your pretious Lite, Ple with ay own defend : 

But I entreat you, to return with me, 
T* avoid, Rox4n4's further cruelrtic. 

S:4t. 1 pardon all, what ſhe to me did do, 

To me, ſhe was lefs cruel far, than you ; 
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But one Death ſhe had given, and Egs'd my pain, 
You many Deaths, had vau Qrowes {lain - 
Perd, Madam, your ſelf did firſt Oromtes (lay, 


Whea you took from me, all my away : | 
A Rival, in Deſpair, you ſhould aot blame, ..-, ... .. 
and not increaſe Loves flame, 


Stat, Deſpair ſhould quenghy, 

Perd, We muſt not here diſpute—Madamlet's go -: . 
I will fecure you, from this Cruel Foe., : | | 

Strat, I Sir your pris'ner am, and know it well 
Pray'ers are Commands, with thoſe who can Compel. 
Orontes Live, and I will live, for you, -— - -—--{Zo Oronr? 
And, it you're forc'd to dye, I will dye too. _ | 

Oros. Live ſtill, fair Queen, my Heart, to you I give, 
I will be yours, whether I dye, or live. 

Roxa. Have you forgot, to what wedid agree? F Zo Perd, 
Remember Sir, you firſt broke Faith, with me, going off. 
Loſt your ReſpeR, and now not only jarr, 

But have denounc'd againſt me, open War. 

Tyrant, thou would'ſt have lain, whatT above 

Maakind, the World, or Life, or Empire, love. 

Aſſure thy ſelf, I won't my Rival { 

Ile ſeek her, in thine Arms, and Kill her there, 

Perdicas, Tie doe't "tis not thy Art, or power, : 

Shall thee, or her, from my Revenge ſecure, Y 
Perd, Madam, the Gods protect the Ingocen 


Exeunt Perd. Stat; Cleone; 
with their Guards, 
Roxs. Whilſt I have pow'er, for me they muſt, 


Or I will fling, their Temples in the Duſt, | 
Orethrow their Alrars, all their Flammias ſlay, * 1 NUR 
And take from them, their Deities away. O 
Tell me no moreof Gods, my pow'er (hall be 
My greateſt, and my only Deatie. | 
"Tis that th'whole World adores—'Tis pow'er alone, 
Which muſt-maintain me, in. my Husband's Throne, *_ 
Guards, —Keep this pris'ner ſafe—but let himbe - ; To her, 
From thole bale, and unworthy Chains, ſet free, Guards. 
What Pow'er is this, which = my _—_ ſubdue {The GaardFbow, 
That would at once oblige, and puniſh too + 

; : [Exit with Guard and —_ 

F on. 


————————————————_—_ 
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Oron. My Life depends, yet 6tf a ſletider thret, 

For whilſt Szatira lives, I muſt live roo, | 

With taint, and any hopes, I ſtill am fed, 

And wait to ſee, what the juſt Gods will doe. 

But if my fair Queen dyes, from hence Ple g0, 

To teck her 1d the bleſſed ſhades below : = 

For, Loyey ftroing bonds, fo faft;; our Souls have ty*d, 

That Fate it (elt, cannot us two, divide. oi 
: | [Goes in, the Scene Cloſes, 


— 
— 


The Fourth ACT. 
The SCENE, : 
The Camp under the Walls of Babylon. 


Enter Lyſmachus, Prolomy, Eamenes, a4 Thalcſtris, 


Ptol. Ow, generous Rival, and my noble Friend, 
My Love, no more, on Fortune, ſhall depend ; 
She has declar'd, already, on your fide, 
By Virtue only, ſhall our Cale, betry'd : 
My Love for Pariſatis, Fle 'purſae, * 
Bur then, Vie IT her, like you, 

Lyſi. There's nothing, Ptolomy, 1 eſteem above 
Your glorious Friendfhip, but my greater Love : 
In that alone, I muſt with you Contend, - 
And ſtrive to Conquer, ati ——_ 

Ptol, Whilſt we thus ſtrive, each other to ſubdue, 
At once continuing Friends, and Rivals too, 
Since Friendlhip loſles ſhares, and parts all gains, 
One does not looſe, what th'other Friend obtains, 

Loh. We have, to ſtorm the Town, this Night, agreed, 
Now kt us ſhew; our Difigence and Care, 

And our whole force, for this aſſault, prepare. 
_ _"Prol. We need not doubr, all Pow'er to us muſt yield, 


When Love, and Honour, lead usto the Field. 
Lune. 


gu 
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Eume. Madam, if in th'aflault, my Death pps \n 
May not a gen rous pity, move your Ming 3. + «< CY | 
It with one Tear, you ſhould my Fall kment, \ F 
'Twould eale my Grief, and I hould dye Content. | | | 
Thal. It you thould fall, whil(t Glory you purlue, | 

I ſhould not pity, bur ſhould envy you. 
Some great, and brave attempt, may Paſſion move, | | 
Fortune, and Noble Valour I can loye. 


_ 


Eume, 1 will to Dangers, as to Conqueſt run, | 
And do ſuch Things, the like were never done, | | 
' 


I wiſh, the Gods, new dangers would Create, 

And not give ueſt, at too cheap a rate. | 

WhereBlood, and horror reigns, I will be there, | 

And on ten Thouſand Swords, ruſh without fear. » | * 
< It acts of Valour, your great Mind can move, 

You, e're to morrow, ſhall Zamenes love. 

> Zhal. It feeble Love, your Courage ſhall inſpire, 

You ſhall, in me, Honours great force admire. |, 

I tear Eumencs, you will bluſh, for ſhame, 

When you dolels tor Love, than | for Fame. 


Enter Captain with a Zetter. 


Capt. Some of my Souldiers, Sir, being nigh the wm 
Pereciv'd an Arrow, at their Feet, tofal , £ 
Taking it up, to ſhoot it back,: they, ſpy'd' | 
This Letter, faſt about rhe Arrow ty'd; 
To me they brought it, and 1 hither flew, 
Perceiving it, direted 2SiT, toYOu, 
niBaſogs the Letter to Lybmachus; 
wha reads it to himfelf, | - -.."\ 
L5ſs. "Ribas ou thanks, for your great care, _ 
Let all your men, for the Aſſyult prepages, _ ' + 
Let them be ready, and.ia Armes attend, | 
Ere night, I will, to you, my borders lend. Lexi Capt® 
My Friends;'this Letter, from fraxi came, - 
He is, it feerhs, got into Aabjlon. ' 
See what he WEE e=aenrmepmm—— i reads a Zetter. 
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you Maſters of the Town: He hath lately been gs fied by bins, 
and 7 hive made hims abſolutely 'ours.: He has this Night the 
Command of Semiramis's Gate. Stir not till you ſee a Fire on the 
old Tower of Ninus, at what time you ſhall be recerved in at that 
Gate, without oppoſition, Obſerve the ſigne. 


Araxis. 


The Gods, this momenty are to- us grown kind, 

And favour, what before we had delign'd.. if 
Ptol. *Tis our juſt Cauſe, does them to us incline. . 
Zyſi. Come Prolomy, let's watch, the happy ſigne. 

This night, E hope, we ſhall our Princeſs lee, 

And her, from Danger, and from- Priſon free. 

Thal. Our Danger, now; Zumenes, will be (mall 
ZEume. I wiſh, for bleſt occaſions, now, to ſhow, 
_— _ I dare nr r, to merit = 
ince fighting anty's-pleating to your EyCc, 
You ould torh- ee! L bt, and fighting dye. [ £xeunt. 


The Scene. The 'Palace Royal. 
1,1, Enter .Caſſander, Roxana, Heſione. 


Roxa. Can vou | d to Love, yet fear to'do |," 
The thing, your Miſtreſs does require of you? - {1 5/ © 111 
Caſſ. Ido, with pleaſure, your commands obey, 
When reaſon, does o're your fierce paſſions ſway. 
But, what you now require—— . ... | 
Will the bright laftre, of your Virtue ftain. 
Roxa, I finu, your- paſſion for ae. but ſmall, 
Love without Limits, or love'not ar all; 11 
Were your Love great, your Reaſon would ſubmit, _ 
And you would Fink, that juſt, which I thought fit. 
If you-lov'd as you ought; and I wereſhes ,, -_ . 
Your Love would have no bounds, no ſhores but:me. 
Cf]. My Love, no other Bound, than you does know, 
F have no will, but what from yours does flow, 
Bur if our Hearts, and Wills, but one are found, 
Yer honour, is to- both, the equal Bound, 3 T 
How do I then, your will, and: pleaſuze.ſhupy;/ .. -: ©--l 


s ho 


T be Siege of Babylon. Py 


When Ido all, in Honour, may be done ? 
Roxa, That empty Name, Caſſander, you may prize, 
Since | am lels, than ſhaddows in fo Eyes, 
But -= their Deaths, —_— _ well detend, 
My life, my peace, my inels depend. 
Tis by their Deaths, and by Keir mo alone, 
I muſt preſerve my life, and fix my Throne. 
Do you in Honour, my delires refule, 
Whilſt I through it, my life, and Empire looſe. 
Caſ]. Ah ! Madam, that which makes you thus ſevere; 
Is rather the eft:& of Hate, than fear, 
You hate Statirs, and would her remove, 
Becauſe the is a Rival, in your love: 
She dead, your dying hopes, would then revive, 
But that deſtroys my hopes, which makes yours thrive, 
Should Ido all you ask, I ſoon ſhall fee, 
Orontes have, what ſhould be giv'n to me. 
Roxa. 'Tis true, Orontes once my heart poſſeſt, 
But hatred, now has driv'n him from my Breaſt. 
Of late, Cſſander, I your Image find, 
Making too deep impreſſions, on my mind, 
Your conſtant Love, and Services, 1 weigh, 
And will, at laſt, my obligations pay. 
This laſt effte&t then of your Duty ſhow, 
And for Reward, Ile pive my ſelf to you : 
When you, for me, have this great Service done, 
Take your Miſtreſs, and with her a Throne. 
Caſſ. There's nothing in this World, like you l prize; 
Love ranks you equal with the, Deities : 
The great Roxans's pow'er, whocan withſtand ? 
Mortals diſpute not, what the Gods command. 
I do ſubmit, and will your Will obey, 
And ſoon will ſnatch your Rival's Life away. 
When your bright God, in the Weſtern Wave, 
. And will not look on thoſe, he cannot fave : 
When horrid Night, ariſes fromthe deep, 
And o're the World, deep Silence ſhedds, and ſleep, 
Then 1, about this dreadful work, will haſt, 
And thole you doom to dye; ſhall ſleep their laſt. 


Raxa.. 
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Roxa, Go my Caſſandey, it is you alone 
Muſt fix Roxana, on the Perſian Throne : 
No bold attempr, from danger, can be free, 
*Tis ſtill well done, if it Succelstul be : 
What you intend, you by ſurprize mult doe , 
But, I ſhall leave the Management to you, 
Let not in vain, the pretious Minutes haſt 
Diſpatch, that you, a Lover's Bliſs may taſte, 
Think on our Joys, and our Felicitie, 
The Prize, a Crown, and what is greater, Me. 


; : [Exit with Heſione, 
Caſs, It muſt be done, ſuch is Roxaxa's Hate, 


Her Rival's Death, can only it abate: 

And ſuch is my great Paſſion, I mult be 
The Inftrument, of all her Crueltie. 

T ſee the Danger, which I cannot ſhun, ? 
And to the Precipice, run headlong on : 
Great is the Prize, Koxana, and a Throne. 4 


Enter « Black Mute. 


To day, this Mute, was giv'en me, by a Friend. 
Ox4 come near I will to you impart, 
The moſt important ſecrets of my hearr. 

I do repoſe in you, no Common trult, 


You can be ſecret, but can you be juft ? (Black bows. 

Can you obey all that I ſhall Command ? [Bows again, 

And do what e're Ibid ?—youunderſtand ? Black Jows. 
Without Remorſe, can you obey-my Will? [Bars again, - 

Can you unmov'd, the Blood of Women ſpill? . 

Thou inſtantly two Princeſſes muſt Kill. - , - [Black fares: 

Hah ! does the name of Princeſs, make you ftart'? + . by 

Haſt thou a tender place about thy heart 2 . aku, ul 

| T he Black bows, and puts bis 

: { Wd 9 1hand towns Sward, muaking 

1» ©(E. fignes it ſhall beidone; (1, 

Tis well — anon 1 w1ll Inftrut you more: - -'' :{{Exermy 

; 4X Y rr if 951 $,c5 4 
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The SCENE, 
The Palace of Perdicas within Babylon, 


Enter Perdicas, Statira, Cleone. 


Perd. Madam you're ſafe, and now may baniſh fear, 
WhilitI give Orders, to ſecure you here ; 
Roxana is unbounded in her Hate, 
Cruel, and to be mov'd, no more, than Fate, 
Her bloody, and her barbarous inrent, 
I muſt with ſtrong, and double Guards prevent. 
Madam, you will not long, be here alone, 
My Guard's already for the Princeſs gone. 
Stat. That is an Obligation, I mult own. 
Perd. I might at laſt, hope a more gentle Fate, 
If Services, could overcome your Hate. 
Stat. My Friend(kip, if you =_ vu may obtain. 
Perd. 'Tis Love, the Soul of Friendſhip, I would gain. 
Stat, Love isa Thing; Thave no Pow'er to give. 
Perd, Nor 1sit in my Power, without that Love, to Live. 
Bur, Madam, this your Hatred may remove, 
Knowing, all my Offences, ſpring from Love. 
Love is not Love, it's Empire once decays, 
Or if Love's Power, Reaſon's dull Law obeys. [EFxit, 
Stat. On Love tho he, both pure and ſacred be, 
Men without ſhame, fling their own Infamie. 
And when they long in wicked ways have trod, 
A!l their vile Faults and Crimes lay on the God. 
But Love, thy Nature, is divine, atd pure, 


Thou canſt no ſpots, nor blemiſhes indure. i 


Thoall things, do thy Mighty Pow'er obey, 
Honour, and Reaſon, ſtilt with thee bear ſway. 


Enter Pariſatis, 
Peri, Have the Kind Gods,'a longer Life affign'd? $ Zmbra- 
Star. If granting life be Kindnels, they are kind, © c/ng. 
Our Tragic-Scene, you lee, is not yet paſt. 
Death will conclude, our Play of Life, atlaſt ; 
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In tie mean time, each here muſt a his part, 
Mov'd by thole Powers above,” which rule the Heart; 
Pari. The Gods, when we're preſt down, yield ſome relief, 
And ſprinkle ſhort-liv'd Toys, among our Grief: 
The lite, of every one, is checquer'd (till. 
(Tho mixt unequally ) with good, and ill, 
Which er each other off, like Black, and White, 
This, makes that ſeem more dark , that, this more bright: 
So late defj p_ any more to meet, 
Has made the Joys,of this Embrace, thus ſweet. 
Stat, Our Joys toon vaniſh, like a Winters day, 
Sorrows like long, and tedious Nights, do ſtay, 
The Gods diſpole our Lots, as they think fir, 
We mortals cannot Chooſe, but muſt Submit. 
Bid Charmion ling 
+ In her ſweet Voice, I oft have pleaſure found, 
Muſick like Balm, eaſes grief s ſmarting wound, [ Zhey for, 


A SONG. 


FVhat ave all the Toys, of Life 

tn which the Wn fe 

Does never find, 
A true context, unmixt with ſtrife ? . 
They are like Clouds, which in the Night, 4 
Impregnate with refletted Light, 
Appear, then vaniſh out of Sight. 


Our Joys dike gather'd flowers, dcca 
Hhich ſoon Conſume, ” 
Their own perfume, 
And breath their Life, in ſweets away, 
No pleaſure, here, w permanent, hn 
Nor the delights, that Men invent , 
Can, to our Souls, give true Content, 


But when the Race, of life, is run, 
HAnd that to Death, 
He yield our Breath, 
IVe gain the Mazſions, of the Sun, = 
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T hen true Content, the mind ſhall ſee, 


Then all our Foys, ſhall perfett be, 
And ſine, like our bright Deitie, 


Pri, The Night grows old, 'tis time to go to reſt, 
Sleep calms the paſſions ol a troubled breaſt. 
Stat. Sleep which to others a ſoft pleaſure ſeems, 
To me, of late, new troubles bringsin Dreams, 
My labouring Fancy, there, AMiction finds, 
Not that repole, ſleep gives, to other minds. 
Pari. Thole Images, which in our Dreams abound, 
Do, but with gentle ſtrokes, our Fancy wound : 
Burt Balmy ſleep, gives, for a while, relief, 
Allays the ſmart, and Cures the ſting ot grief. 
Stat. With wakeful thoughts, m Soul's ſo much oppreſt, 
My Eyes, no ſleep can find, my Mind no reſt , 
I know that Death, or ſome great —_— nigh, 
I'm much aflited, yetI know not why : 
The knowing Soul, approaching ills diſcerns, 
And then the Body, by ſome ſignes, forewarnes, 
When to the Stars, ſhe is about to go, 
She ſuddenly grows light, and ſtrangely things does know. 
Pari, The Gods divert, thoſe evills which you fear, 
Or give us ſtrength, the ills they ſend, to bear. 


Enter a Souldier of Perdicas's Guard. 
$91d. Madam, we by Caſſanaer are ſurpriz'd, 
And all your Guards, are by his Soldiers leiz'd: 
Some fled, but moſt, did in your ſervice dye. 
Fly, Madam, if it be not yer too late, 


WhilſtI in your defence, go meet my Fate. [ Exit 
: NP RET Cluſbing of 
| Swords within. 
Stat. 'Tis vain to fly, it will but argue fear, 
Since we muſt dye, let's ſtay, and meet Death here. 
G Enter 


TCA 
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£nter Cafſander with Mute, with dramn Swords, C:ſlander 


turns about ſpeaking to the Soldiers who were about to En. 
ter. 


Caſſ. Soldiers retire———— 
Detend the paſſage, let none enter here. 
, Turning to the Princeſſes the H'o- 
men running about themſhreeking. 
In vain youll ſtrive, your deſtiny to ſhun, 
From the long reach of Fate, you cannot run : 
And ſince you know, there's no avoyding it, 
Be wile, and to neceſſity ſubmit, 
Stat, Ican ſubmit, to what the Gods decree, 
But that, Caſſandery's, yet unknown to thee. - 
Caſſ. Fate's Book is open, and we now may read, 
What the great Gods ( before time was) decreed. 
'Tis there Iread, your Fatal deſtiny, 
The Gods have will'd your Death, and you muſt dye. 
Stat. Our death, is by Roxana will'd, and you, 
And we mult yield, if the Gods will it too. 
Wecan reſign to them, the life they lenr. 
Pari. But muſt you be, the hateful Inſtrument ? 
Stat. When's cruel Hand, our Innocent Blood has ſpilt, 
He'll find a juſt reward, for all his guilt. 
Caſſ. I come not here, with Women to diſpute, 
Oxas, you know my pleaſure 
The Mute kneels, ſhewing them a Strangling 
| J ſtring, and making ſignes to them to ſubmit , 
Pari. Siſter, Ibeg it, with my lateſt breath, 
Let me firſt try, th'untrodden pathes of Death, 
I will deſcend before, and iirew the way 
With Flowers, that leads, to the Eternal day. 
Stat, Firſt, from the cloſe, dark Priſons, of the Womb, 
I to the trouble, of ſhort lite, did come, 
And firſt, I inthe pathes of Death, will tread, 
Which to the joys, ofour bright God, do lead, 
Raile not my tender paſſions, with your Tears, [ Pari.weeps. 
Like a ſoft ſmiling Hebe, Death appears. 
I have no thoughts, which do diſturb mie now, 


But what proceed, from my great care of you. 
When through the ſtraight of Death,my way I've made, p 
An | 


"1 
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And my juſt debt, ro Mother Nature paid, | 
When my treed Soul, (hall find a larger Room, 
AndI all Light, and Spirit ſhall become, 
On Flowry Banks, where happy ſhaddows ſtray, 
For thy dear Soul, I will — lay. 
Remember Sir, the blood, trom whence we ſpring, [76 Cafl, 
That I was Wite, tothe Worlds greateſt King, : | 
Your Maſter too Now condelcend tocrave, 
That I may dye untouch'd, by any ſlave. 
Let my own Women, your commands obey, 
That's all, Caſſander, I have now to fay. 
Caſſ. Be (peedy then . 
Oxas ——£0 in, rang a Spectator by, 
Touch not their = _ only ſee them dye. 
Stat, Give me that String— Takes the | 
This Siſter is the Friend, Teri from he RE 
That ſoon will give, toall our troubles, End. 
Come baniſh fear, 'tis but a little breath, 
We looſe——'Tis guilt, that Terror gives, to Death. 
$ £Exeunt with Women Weep- 
Ceſſ. She POL bMS 
+ SNCS GONG, ——A20 it, W orever 
Alas ! what Beauty, Love has overthrown! _ 
Tyrannic Love, which forces me to do 
A thing, 'gain(t Virtue, and my conſcience too. 
I feel a foft, and tender paſſion riſe, 
And from my Breaſt, to low into my Eyes. 
Aſſiſt me Love I fear I ſhall relent : 
Pity, would make me cowardly Repent, 
If her bright Image, I ſo much adore, | 
Did not by force, attra& my Paſſions more. [ Ext, 


Enter Roxana, Heſione. 


Roxa. Their words, and actions, muſt Myſterious be, 

Who think to gain a Crown, by Pollicy : 

Whocan't diſſemble well, can never rule, 

And a plaindealer, is eſteem'd a Fool. 

Let not Caſſander blame me,— He deceives 

And cheats himſelf, when he my words believes. 

Love has pur out, iuis mindes —_— Eyes, 0 

= et 
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Yet the ſame paſſion, wakes me quick, and wile, | 


He vainly Hopes, to gain a Crown, and me, 

With an Eternal blor of Intamie, 

Burt he will only that, and danger Zn, 

WilulſtI the profit, and the fruit obtain : 

['thall ſtand fafe, and ſhelrer'd, trom «11 harm, 
Whilſt he endures, the fury of the ſtorm. 

| Clole at his Heels, the Tempett will purtuc, 

And ſoon o retake, I hope, o'rewhelin him too. 
Thus Princes, do of ills, themlelves acquir, 

And favourites dye for. Crimes, their Kings commit 


Enter Caſlander. 


Caſſanaer here I muſt diſlemble now, 
And a new tace will to my Lover thow. 
Caſſ. Roxans here /— ſhe does my ſteps puriuc, 
She doubts I can't be cruel, or not truce : 
A Rival dead (accounts an happy .{ight, 
And comes to glut, her bloody Apperite. 
To th'other World, your Rival now is gone, 
And you, great Queen, Command this World alone. 
The turious Peraticas, I've Pris ner made; 
By Gold, and his corrupted Guards betray'd. 
Sometimes in Fury, the whole World he threats, . 
Anon, more mild, as —_— he intreats, . 
Now deep Revenge, by all the Gods, he ſwears; 
Then courts his 7 br then curſes, and diſpa'res, 
And calling on the Queen, burſts into Tears. 
Roxas. What! have yourhen the great Statira (lain ? 
Caſſ. Yes ——he is dead, that you alone might Reign. 
Roxa. O Gods! It cannot be 
Caſſ. Not be ?!————— when you 
Did pray, deſire, intreat, command it too ? 
* Iamamaz'd 
Roxa. Ah! Idid ſoon Repenr, 
Thoſe harſh commands, from my ſtrong paſſion ſent, .. 
You law the flames, of the then raging fre, 
And ſhould have quencht, my Exorbitant deſire. 
You thoſe Commands, might very well diſtruſt, 
Which bid you, to be cruel, and unjuſt, 


— ——— 


[ aſide, 
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Caſſ. Madam, your vain Repentance, comes too late, 
Nu Humane pow T, can now recall their Fate. 


- 


Enter Mute, 
What ! is Statira, and her Siſter dead? 
3 Mute makes fignes 
they are Dead. 
By this, the greatneſs, of my Love, you ſee, 
And what Commanding pow Tr, you ave over me, 
Great Queen, you ſIn!l the whole Worlds Scepter (way, | 
Whilſt at your feer, its Kings their Crowns ſhall lay, * 
And your Caſſazder kneel, more great than they, 

Roxa, Ocrucl Min! whom lome fell Tygrels bore, 
Could not that move you, which the Gods adore ? 
Beauty, fo Sacred, and Divine, a good, 

W hich lafe, 'midſt bloody Arms, unguarded ſtood, 
Could that no fear, nor reverence, move in thee ? 
Had'ſt thou no awe, of its Divinity ? 
Tyrants who durſt, Prieſts, Altars, Gods, invade, 
Have (till to Beauty awful Reverence paid. 
Could not her Sex, her Blood, her Dignity, 
Give ſome ſtop to thy Monſtrous cruelty ? 

Caſſ. 'Tis well diſſembled—but your heart ſee; 
You may deceive the World, but cannot me. 

Roxa. Diſſemble ! Oh my Heart, ſwells in my Brealt, 
And with ſuch loads, of ſorrow, is depreſt, 

I never ſhall again, with joys, be bleſt. [ weeps, 
Shew me this diſmal ſight ? — 

Caſſ. Falſe Woman, you ſhall ſee that welcome fight, 

Won't move your {orrow, but your Eyes delight. 


They go towards the further part of the Stage, the Scene opens 
and diſcovers Statira and Pariatis lying ws dead on two Com 
ches their fates VeiPd, Cleone and other Homen ſuting by 
them on the Ground weeping. 


See there they lye, hid in Deaths gloomy Night. 

Roxa. There lye the marks, of thy Barbariy , 
Which I with trembling, and with Horror ſee. 
In filence, I a Siſters Death will mourn, © 


% 
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My $5ul, for my weak Limbs, too heavie's grown. 
| $ Returns leaning 
on Helione, 
Cſſ. She feignes ſo well, and ſo much Art, dues the; 
I doubt I thall anon, believe her too, $ The Scene 
Would I had power, to give them Lite again, Cloſes, 
That you, Roxans, might not weep in vain ! 
"Tis now your dear Dead Silter, bur if the 
Could Live; ſhe'd then your hatred Rival be ; 
And I, who am, (o barbarous a Man, 
Should Courted be, to Murther her agen. 
Great Jove, who all the leſſer Fates controules, 
Send trom above, from thy great ſtock ot Souls, 
Twonew immortal ſparkes, or th'old return, 
That griev'd Roxana, may no longer mourn. 
Roxa, Leave your vain wiſhes — Let the Gods alone, 
There's buſinels, of more moment; to be done, 
When the Sea's calm, the Air Serene, and clear, 
The Ship before the Wind, each Buoy can ſteer. 
But when the Winds, roar in their ſhatter'd (hroudes, 
When Heaven's bright face, grows terrible, with cloudes 
And angry Seas, to moving Mountaines grow, 
The Pilot then his skill, and Art does ſhow. 
"Tis now, Caſſ«nder. you muſt ſhow your skill, 
And try, if you cad fave, as well as kill. 
Now you muſt 4.w, yourcourage, and your care, 
Toevery Guard, and every Watch repare: + 
Statira was belov'd, and you will ſee 
TH enraged Babylonians Mutiny : 
They will revenge her Death, on you, and me, 
If us, ftromihreatning ſrormes, you now can fave, 
You ſhall enjoy, the-Fortune, of the Brave. 
Caſſ. T'obtaine your Love, your Foes I have withſtood, 
Impriſon'd Friends, and dipt my Hands in Blood, 
Your Int'reſts, and your Factions mine have made, 
But I with ſcorn, and with negled, am paid. 
Let the ſtorm riſe, I long enough have ſtrove, 
To ſhew my obedience, and my matchle(s Love; 
I like a God, will now withdraw my Guard, 


And let Ruine looſe, till you my Love reward. 
Roxa, 
|! 
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Rox. Let R:ine come, Caſſanaey, you will learn. 
It does ngt me, lo much as you, concern. 
Were you a God, and had the power of Jove, 
You ncver thould compel me, Sir, to Love : 
I know your merits, and your paſſion lee, 
Go to your charge——-leave the reward to me, 
Calf, By what ſtrong Charm, am I compell to Love ! 
I muit, and will, this wicked Charm remove. 
Think nor, that you with Tears, can me beguile, 
Falle as the yen, or the Crocad/le, 
Weepo're your prey, when in your Heart you (mile, 
I'll humbly ſeek, no more, tor Love my due, | 
Bu: try by force, and Armes to compals you : 
My Hands once more in Blood, I will embrew, 
And change your falſe, and feigned Tears, to true. 
; Exit, Mute 
following him. | 
Roxas, When Love, and high Ambition do poſle(s $ 7oHeſfi. | 
Thy Soul,thou mayſt at my great plealure Ghels.. ſmiling. 
The dead Statire, was a happy light, 
Oh! how my Heart, was fild with the delight ! 
Nothing can now, my happineſs remove, 
I have no Riva), in my Throne, nor Love : 
The way to Empire, and to Love 1s plain, 
He whom love is fate, the Idid hate is ſlain, 
Heſs. I \aw dark Clouds, in _ fier& Lovers Eyes, 
I fear ſome ſtorm, will ſuddenly arile, 
His Soul, is full ot ſealouſie, and (pight, 
I wonder, you lo much his anger ſlight. 
Roxa, La him rage on, he will grow tame, at laſt , 
Men play with Fiſhes, when they'ave hook d them faſt. 
Tis {port to hear, and to behold a while, 
A Lyon roar, and ſtrug]ing in the roy. 
LI can with eale, the furious Beaſt beguile, 
Awe him with trownes, and chear him with a ſmile, 
Now I muſt build, and now deltroy his peace, 
Sometimes his hopes, ſometimes his fears increaſe, 
And (o, in equal ballance, keep them frill , 
Thus I ſubject, this Ityon, to my will. 
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$ Enter Mute, haſtily makes ſiguts, and pulling 
Roxana by the Sleeve to folow him, 
What means this Mute « what is it he would have ? 
Heſi. Madam, he your aſſiltance ſeems to crave. 
Some buſine(s of importance, brings him here. 
Koxa. He ſeems both full of halt, and full of fear. 
Alas! I can't divine, what this ſhould be. 
Til know, what his dumb tignes, do ſignitie. 
| Exeum, haſtily following the, Mute. 


The SCENE, 
The Priſon of Orontes. 


Enter Caſſander. 


Cafſ. I bow'd my Neck indeed, to mighty Love, 
When I would ſcorn, to be a fave to Jove, 
His chains I did admit, and never (trove : 
They look'd lo fair, fo cafie ſeem'd, and light, 
They ſhone {o glorious, and appear'd fo bright, 
I took pridein my Bonds, and wore them with delight. 
But now they're heavy, and uneaſfic grown, 
They ſit too cloſe, and oft they mult be thrown. 
But ah ! I fear cis paſt my pow'r, and skill, 
My Rebel Heart, will nt obey my will. 
It loves the great, and proud Roxanz (till, 
[1] Love, but C .,urt her, at another Rate, 
My Love, thall now appear, to her, like Hate, 
Iam relolv'd, | will turn Rebel ſtrait. 
Her hopes, which on Oroxres lite, depend Drawes his 
Shall, with his life, have 1n{tantly an End. Sword. 
Goes towards the further part of the Stage, the Scene | 
opens and diſcovers Orontes leaning on a Couch. 
Oron. Soit fleep, 0're halt the World, his Wings does ſpread, 
And does on weary Eyes, his Poppies ſhed , 
Nature herſelf, in ſilence, ſeems to nod, 
And all things reſt, full of the drouſie God, 
Yet I, whom'waketul thoughts, and cares infeſt, 


Nor fur my Soal, nor for my Eycs, find reſt, 
What 


[ 
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So fierce, and dreadful, in the dead of Night ? Co rdraws ſword. 
Caſſ. I am thy evil Genius, and am come, | 

Wirh this, Oronres, to pronounce thy doom, 

By mighty Jove, and all the Gods, you hall 

To Love, and Anger,now a Victim fall, 
Or,n. Thol trom hated life, would glacly fly, 

I will not, at your pleaſure, tamely dye. Riſes and 
Caſſ. You mult Orontes 3 comes forth. 

Roxans 15 not here, to help you now, 


You ſtand between, my happinels, and me. 
[ advances to kill Oronte: 


— _ 


Znter Roxana and Heſtone. 


Roxa, O Gods ! what ſpeRtacle is this I ſee? F{ 79 Heſt. 
Run——Call my Guards -— [ Exit. Heſione. 
Traytor be goie——— Roxana runs betwixt 
Caſlander az4 Ofrontes. 


Caſs, Whenl have kill'd Orontes, I will go. 

Roxas, You firſt ſhall kill, your Queen, and Miſtreſs too. 

Caf. Tave vow'd his Death, and will my vow perform. 

Roxas. Iave vow'd his ſafety He ſhall take no harm. 
Is this the way, you your great paſſion prove ? 

Cafſ., I now a Rebel am to Love, | 


Strives to come at Orontes. 
Roxana 12 hinder him. 


Roxs, And like a Rebe), I will uſe you now. 


Enter Guards — ſeize Caſſander and diſ-aym him. 


Traytor, you ſhall at laſt, my power know. 
Bear hence this rageing Beaſt [ 7o theGuard;. 
In Chains, anda cloſe Prilon, keep him ſafe, 
Till he grows tame again-————— 

Caf]. Ungrateful Queen 
I have too long yu flave, and lover been: 


— — 


Bur I, in ſpite. of your bewitching Charmes, 
W1ll Live, to kill, your Gallant in your Armes. 
Roxas. Guards have him hence Exeunt Guards 
| with Caſſander. 
Can my Orontes, ſtill inbumane be ? 
Have 


H 
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What viſion's this, appears before my ſight, &$ Sees Caſſ.with 
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Have you no Love, nor pity left for me? 
Did'ſt thou the Milk, of tome fierce Tygreſs Suck ? 
Or was thy Heart, cut froma S:3thian Rock ? | 
That thou cun'ſt ſee a Queen, whom Kings adore, 
Fall at thy Feet, and Love, with Tears, implore. [ Kreels. 
Can you lo tender, to Statirs be, 
And a cold Marble Statue, ſtill ro me ? 
Oron. Roxanarile ————— [ takes her up, 
A noble Soul, to Love, was ne'r compell'd, 
Bright virtue only, makes brave Souls to yield : 
Bur your blind paſſion, bears ſuch evil [way, 
That leads you far, from virtues paths, aſtray, 
You ask'd a Heart, that was beltow'd betore 
On Queen Statira-—— —— 
Roxa. In vain you do on heryour Love beltow, 
Qolels you'l Court her, in the ſhades below. 
Oron, How ! Is Statjta dead ! — 
- Ah !cruel Tygreſs! haveyou lain the Queen ? 
Of all that's far, and good, have you the Murthreſs been ? 
 Roxa. [ try'd that way, your Rocky Heart tomove, 
And ſee, how ſoon, itcanbe touch'd, by Love. 
Statira Lives — | 
Oron, Lives! —Where?— into her Armes I'll fly,, 
Or——tell me, is ſhe dead? that T may dye. | 
Without her, to the Gods, I would nor go, 
Nor tread, the bleſt Elyſian Fields below : 
Without Statira, I no bliſs can know. 
But if ſhe's dead, I'll fly away © 
From life, and here, not one ſhort minute ſtay, 
Speak——is ſhe dead? ——you rack me with delay. 
Roxa, This tender paſſion, for my Rival ſhown, 
My Loving Heart too, on the Rack has thrown. 
But I will be reveng'd, and you ſhall dwell 
In anxious doubt, and tortur'd in that Hell. 
Oron. Stay——do not thus, incruelty delight : 
Let me not linger here Kill me out-right : 
Tell me (h's dead, and kill me with that word, 
Or ſay ſhe lives, and a reprieve afford. ' 
Free me from pain, or ſend my Soul from hence. _ 
Roxs. Thy Soul, ſhall feel, the torture, of ſuſpence, 


| Iwill: 
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I will torment thee yet——thow ſhalt not know, 
Whether S:2:ira, is alive, or no, [ Exit with Heſone, 

Oron, What (hall I dg? *cispain, and Death, to Live, 

Exch Minute, does ten Thouſand tortures give, 
And yet in Death, I dare not ſeek my blils, 
Leſt, in that unknown Region, I ſhould mils 
The happinels I leck, _— | 
And lole my Queen, in that World, andin thus. 
O Gods ! What pains do you for Souls prepaire, 
Who dare rot hope, yet know not to diſpa're. 


Goes in, the SCENE Cloſes. 


The Fifth A CT. 


The SCENE, Babylon. 


Enter Eumenes, Lyſimachus, Ptolomy, Thaleſtris, 
Amazons, and Soldiers. 


Eume.” THe City's won, and none left to oppoſe, 
Within the Palace Walls, are all our Foes. 
Lys. In vain, in vain, have we a Conqueſt made, 
The cruel Gods, have all our hopes betray'd , 
And with them, all, our Earthly Joys, are fled, 
The Queen, and her fair Siſter roo, are dead, 
This is the news, which like a deadly Dart, 
Now pierc'd my Ears, and ſtruck me through the Heart. 
Thal. Why did the Gods, ſuch Heavenly forms Create, 
And joyn, with ſo much Beauty, fo il! Fate ? 
They give us cauſe, their Godheads to blaſphem. 
Eume. The ways of Providence,do Riddles ſeem, 
And are, like various Fancys, in a Dream, 
"Tis paſt our skill, to find the Sence of them. 
Their Murtherers, let's with Revenge, purſue, 
The Gods, will aid us, when their w we do. 
Ptol, Yes, brave Eumenes, we will firſt Revenge 
” Hs | - Their 
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Their Death, and then the Scene of Life Ill change. 
Zyſi. Since Love, could not our Friendſhips knor unty, 
We will both perfect Friends, and Lovers dye. [ Embrace; 
Ptol. Death than'c have pow'er, our Souls ro dilunire, 
For both, ſhall hence, together take their flight, 
And ſince our Body's, here the difterence make, 
Our Souls below, (hall but one thaddow rake. _ 
Zyſs. Come, my dear Friend, let usabout it (trait. 
Draw up the Army, to the Palace Gate, To the 
Let it with all our Troops. be compaſt round, Soldters, 
And then with Ramms, o rethrow it to the Ground. 
| £xeunt Omnes, 


The SCENE, 
The Palace Royal in Babylon. 


Enter Roxana with Heſione.. 
Roxa. My Soul, is with too great a load oppreſt, 
My Eyes can find no{leep, my Mind no reſt, 
For my deſignes, will alt Succeſsleſs prove 
Ift can't make; the Scythian Prince, to Love. 
Fave lav'd his Life, with hazard of my own, 
And diſoblig'd thoſe, who ſhould guard my Throne. - 
Heſi. Time, only can, his Rebel Heart ſubdue, 
Extinguiſh his old Flame, and kindle new, 
All your perfections, he will then admire, 
And in his Breaft. feel a new Amorous fire. 
Roxa. Statira, {till in his great Heart, does live, 
I doubt, he never, will her Death forgive. 
Heſfi. Time, does on all, a bleſt oblivion ſhed, 
Which takes away, the memory of the dead, 
On grieving Souls, it by degrees does creep, 
And does ſurprize inſenſibly, as ſleep. 
Nature, at laſt, muſt tyr'd, and. weary grow, 

The higheſt Tydes, of grief, (till ebb moſt low. 
Roxa, Icant, with io long expectation, wait, 
Let Love, and Time, like {laves, attend my State, 

IImuſt and will have farisfaction ſtrait. 


When the whole Eaſt, ſubmits ro my Command, 


—_—— 


;” 


Shall 
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Shall he alone, my Will,and pow'er withſtand ? 
/ [ ſhouts within, 
Hark—hark-— what ſhouts are thoſe, ſo loud ? 
Heſi. They're ſhouts of Joy, and of a Multitude. 
[ Shout again. 
Rox. What can this mean '—— It does my Soul aftright, 
The Babylonians, are grown mad, to night. 


Enter an Officer of Roxan1's Guards, | | 


Of. Madam the City's taken, and your Foes 
Have routed all, who durſt their force oppoſe. | | 
Roxas. The City taken !— you'ave negle&ful been. 
Offi. 'T was not Neglect, but Treaſon let them in, 
They enter'd, at Semramues Gate, 
Where none oppos'd them, till it wes too late. 
Thence, like a Torrent, they the City fill'd, 
And all, who did oppoſe them, eaſily kill'd, 
With eager ſhouts, a Squadron, this way made, 
Your Guards, and Royal Palace, to iavade : 
Your routed Soldiers, whereſoe're they fly, 
For Perdicas, and for Caſſander cry. : 
Roxa. Haſt—away—-to your Captain run, with ſpeed,.  -* 
And let C:ſſander, from reſtraint, be treed. 
Of. — I fear, 'tis now t00 late, 
The Foes, by this are at the- Palace Gate. 
Rox, Be gone——-tell-me not of your fears, but fly, 
Effect, what Icommand you ſtrait, ordye. [ Exit Officer. 
I know not which way, my hard Fate, toſhun. 
Ah! cruel Fate ' how can this loſs be born ! 
And how ſhall I endure, Orontes icorn ! | 
Heſi.' 1 hope the Gods, will yet, ſome pity ſhow, | 
With patience wait,their Wills you ſoon willknow. | 
Roxas. Their Wills, they in my ruine, have made known, 
But I'll not ſtoop to theirs, but to my own : 
For fince they will,I ſhall be quite undone, 
I'll will it too, and on my Fate, will run. | 
My Death, ſhall be th'ette&, of my own will, ? | 
For firſt Orontes, then my ſelfPle kill : 
I then in dying, ſhall ſome pleaſure find, 
To leave Orontes dead, will pleaſe my mind :- 
Perhaps his Ghoſt, below, may prove more kind. 
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Ifnot, Plc there, his fierce rormenter prove, 
Eternally, Fle kill him, with my Love. He 


Enter Officer and Soladtey;, 


Offi. Caſſandex is (et free, but will not fight, 
He leems, to hear, our dangers, with delig ir, 
And (aid, the Gods, reveng'd his wrongs, this Night. 
After ſome pauſe, a few choice/ men, he took, 
And ſuddenly enrag'd, the place forſook. 
But muttering as he went, I heard him cry, 
I will my Rival kill, before I dye. 

Roxa. OG2ds! I muſt this wretches pow'er controul : 
With this, P11 firſt let out, his trecherous Soul. | 
| Snatches 4 Tavelin 

from the Officer, 
Llnder a tottering Tower, I ſeem to ſtand, 
And would uphold it, with my teeble hand, 
[ ice it ſhake, and know, at laſt, 'twill fall, 
And, with its Ruines, overwhelm us all. 
But like my ſelf, a brave great Queen Tle dye, 
Whilſt, with my Fate opprett, dead Princes round me lye. 
: ; [ Exennt, 
Enter Perdicas with Sword in his Hand, 

Perd. Horczd Confuſion, reignes in every place, 
And all things now,look with a dreadful face : 
In this confuſion, I my freedom gain, 
But Oh ! my Soul, is tortur'd ſtill, with pain, 
The curſt Roxax:, has Seaxtira (hin, 
I now am come, to ſet my Rival free, 'S 
In her Revenge we ſhall like friends agree. 

[. Scene opens, and diſcovers Orontes, 

Oron. Again difturb'd !/—— what, Peraicas, are you 

Come, to diſpatch, your hated Rival too ? 
Make haſt—but firſt, this fatisfaQtion give, 
Tell me, ah tell me, does Statira live? 
Perd, She's gon—ſhe's gon —he's vaniſht from our ſight, 


The curſt Caſſandey, put out all her light, 
Oron, 


And thoſe fair eyes, which ſhone, than Day, more bright, 
By Death Ecclips'd, are hid in ſkndes of Night. 
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Oron. Here—— Pierce my Breaſt, and with a welcom blow, 

Atlaſt, ſomeKindnefs, to your Rival ſhow. [Opening his Arms, 
Perd. Statira's death, puts to our ſtrite, an end, 

You not my Rival, now may be my Friend, 

Take this — [Gives him a Sword, 

From my reſtraint, I, but juſt now, got free, 

Firſt hither ran, togive you Liberrtie, 

That we the Scenes of War, Blood, Death, might change, 

And, on her Foes, Statira's Death revenge. 
Oron, Thol, from hated Life, would fly away, 

A brave, and juſt Revenge, invites my ftay, 

The Gods, and you, have arm'd my hand, once more, 

I ſwear, by her bleſt Shade, I ſtill adore, 

I will revenge her Death-— 


Enter Callander and Soldiers, 
The Monſter fee. — 
Caſſ. What ! Perdicas releaſt | 
And 15 Orontes too, of Arms poſſeſt ! 
Oron. Thou moſt accurs'd of humane Kind | 
Caſſander and Soldiers fight with Orontes and Per-- 
, dicas, Cafſander falls wounded by Orontes. 


Enter Roxana,haftily followed by Heſione,Officers and Soldiers, 
Roxana wounds Orontes with a Spear, the Soldiers are beat 
off the Stage by Perdicas and Roxana's Soldiers 

Roxa, Oh Gods! What have I done !—— 

Thus humbly proſtrate, to my Prince, I bow, 
Kneels, and about to Embrace the” 
'nees of Oront. be ſteps back, 

My Soul, has given, all Empire up, to you, 
And my proud Heat, great Love, has conquer 'd now. 

Oren. Touch me not Tygrels, with thoſe guilty Hands, 
Honour forbids, what paſſhon now Commands, 
Elſe by Caſſander, bleeding you ſhould lye, 
And your Curtit Souls, to Hell together fly. 

Caſſ. Fate here has thrown me, asa uſeleſs thing, . * 
Wounded, and bleeding, here, in pain, Ilye, 
I havenot ſtrength to Fhr nor wound enough to dve, 


Death, | 
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Death, has no pain, like that, which now I feel, 
Seeing the great, and proud Roxana Kneel, 
Poor ipirited Woman, can'{t thou be (o mean, 
To ſtoop, below the grandure, of a Queen ? 
Thy noble Pride, did firſt, my Love beget, 
Oh! ler it like the Sun, in Glory let, 
As he, with ſetting Beams, makes red the air, 
In ipiteof Clouds, which angry Gods prepare, 
Let your proud Heart, be throughly underſtood, 
Look gay in Death, and falling let in Blood, 
Dye whilſt a Queen, —Play an Heroick part, 
Firſt, with a Sword, pierce his rebellious Heart , 
[ Pointing ts Oront. 
Then, ruſh on Death's inevitable ſhelf, 
Kindly kill me, and bravely ſtab thy ielt. 
Roxas. Tho Love has forc'd my mighty Heart, to ſue, 
I yet havepride, and ſcorn enough for you. [Zo Call. 
Bear him from hence 
Caſſ. Falſe Queen—when Tave Death's frozen paſlage croſt, 
I will return, to haunt thee, with my Ghoſt. | | 
. [Exit carried forth by Soldiers. 
Perd. Keep in, a while, his Lifes expiring flame, 
Till Death approach him, with a greater ſhame. 
Oron, Come, let us to our fighting Friends repair, 
And ſeek a Death, which will be welcom there, 
I. with my Breaſt, will catch ſome flying Dart, 
Andgive't, an eaſie paſſage, to my Heart. 
[Exeunt Oront. and Perd. 
Roxs. He's gone, and left me, like a wretch, with ſcorn, 
Fallen, from my greatneſs, wretched and forlorn. 
In Babylon, 1 never will be ſeen, 
Below the glorious title of a Queen. 
I then ruſt dye—— 
Dye, eel have, all ſigns of Empire, loſt, 
Dye, e'reI all my Miſery underſtand, 


Dye, whilſt I may have Death, at my Command, 
- [Draws out 4 Dagger. 


Roxa, 


Enter Meſſenger. 
MAeſſ. The Enemic's into the Palace got. 
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A x4, Slave, let medye, a Queen, in all my Pride, 
As once the great Aſſyrian Monarch dy 'd, ; 
Go——Burn the Palace, ter it ſtrait en fire, 

Encompatt round, with Flames, I'le here expire, 

All my rich Trealure, and my Jewels burn, 

And this great pyle, with me, to Aſhes turn, | | 
Vie dye enthron'd——thePalace be my Urn -, {' 
Slave art thou here— —— Why is 80t all this done? oy 


But oh | my Hearr, I teel a ſhivering tear, 

I cannot dye, and leave Orontes here ; 
What (atisfaction, ſhould I now receive, 
Could I once more behold him, while live, 
For one laſt look, an Empire I would give. 


Am I not yet a Queen—haſteand be gone. Soi ſtrike him 


Exit Ojficer, 


Enter Orontes, Perdicas, Lyſimachus, Ptolomy, Eu- 
menes, Thaleſtris, Amazons and Soldiers. 


Zyſi. The Babylonians, when they underſtood 
Roxana's cruel Act, their Arms flung by, 
And now for Juſtice, on the Murth'rers, Cry. 

' Prol. Thole whooppos'd, and were our foes before, 
With one conſent, their dear Queen's death deplore, 
They now in heaps, before the Palace croud, 

And for Revenge , and Juſtice cry aloud. 


Perd. And Juſtice they ſhall have——ſeize that falſe Queen. 
Roxa, Slaves keep your diſtance — ſee,Death ſtands between. 
[ Holds forth her Dagger to the Soldiers, 


I ſcorn my Fate, within your Pow'r ſhould lye, 
I both the Power of Men, and Gods defy , 
Tleule my own , when I:zm pleas'd to dye. 

Oron, Let her own guilty Hands, her Life purſue, 
The G-ds, by them, will on her Juſtice do. 

Perd. Oh! barbarous Queen, you did yourſelf deceive, 
You r!10ught, there were no Gods, or did believe, 
They were nct juſt, but they, at laſt, haveſent 
Me, from your Bonds, to give you puniſhment. 

Roxa. It Death, be the great puniſhment, you mean, 
You threaten, what with Prayers, I would obtain, 

You could, tome, nogreaer Torment, give, 
Than to permit me, without Hope, to live. 
| l Death 
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Death is the Bleſſing, which I with for moſt, 
Now I ave Orontes, and my Empire loſt. 
Orox. The juſt Gods, think a Crown, for ſuch unfit, 
Who ſeck by horrid Crimes, to purchale it. 
Roxe. 1he Crimes, Idid commit, the Gods above , 
Will eaſily Pardon, becauſe Crimes of Love. 
To kill a Rival, Laccount no fin, 
And I would'do*c, were it todo ag'in, 
It does, with ſuch delight, my Mind poflels, 
;The Pleaſures of a Crown, would pleale me lels. 
She would have giv'n, more tortures, to my Mind, 
Liv'd ſhe, thanT ſhall now. in Dying tind. 
In Death, alas! no bitterneſs would be, 
But that, I find, I ſtillam ſcorn'd by thee. 
Perd. The Gods, did long, their Vengeance, keep in ſtore, 
And now, vn your Curs'd Head,their Thunderbolts, they pour. 
Rox, I ſcorn, my Mouth, ſhould my great Heart, belye, 
I both Man-kind, and th' unkind Gods detye, 
And tho with P'agues, they till ſhould me purſue, 
They never, ſhall my 'unconquer'd Heart, ſubdue : 
Thus—not the Gods, but my own Sacrifice [ Lifting up the 


Dapoer. 


Ile fall——TI muſt take Courage from thoſe Eyes , 
| [ Panſing and looking on Orontcs, 
Lle take one farewel-Look, betore I dye, 
One more, and TI'le, forever, from you fly. 
Perd. Your Wound ſtill bleeds —— 
Oron. "Tis light— 1 muſt, a greater wound, prepare. 

The World ſhall ſee, the Pow'r ot Death, too weak, 

The Joys of my Immortal Love to break. 

I, to my Love, have made a ſolemn Vow . 

By all the Gods, I will perform it now. [Draws forth a Daggers 
Zyſi. Brave Prince, we Rivals roo, have Vow'd the lame, 
Prol. Our Souls poſſeſs, the like immortal flame. 

Roxa, Ah! will Orontes dye New Joys [ feel, 

Tle ſtay, and watch my Princes fatal blow, 

Then i-my Breaſt, Ile plunge my Dagger too , 

And, at one inſtant, both our Souls, fhall ſtart, 

Together, both, from our dull Bodies, part, 
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And if a Spirit, can a Spirit hold, 
I will his Soul, within my Soul intold. | 
Perd, Thedreadful face of Death, Pave oft beheld, 
In all her thapes, Tave (een her, in the field, 
There's none will think, that now I ſhriak for fear, 
Or that I'de fly, tho many Deaths appear. 
A vain, fantaftick place, £lyſium leems, 
But you believe —— 
The Tales of Prieſts, and idle Potts dreams. 
The Queen's Death, Vle revenge, then Alrars rear, 
To her great Name, make her a Goddels, here, 
Whilſt you, vain Bliſſes teek, you know not where. 
Oren. Statiragone, I nothing here can find, 
Which can give eaſe to my diſturbed mind. 
You gentle Ghoſts, look down from Heav'n above, 
And ice th' Efte&s of rrue, and faithful Love. 
Zyſi. With you, Dear Souls, our Bliſs, and Joys are fled, 
It is no Lite, to Live, now you are dead. 
Ptol. Our Souls, and theirs, through Love,were ſo much one, 
Ours cannot ſtay behind, when theirs are gone. 
Oron. After our Loves, to that bleſt place, wee'l go, 
Where Love's immortal, and no change, does know, 
Where Rivals cannot, our long bliſs deſtroy, 
And where we undilturb'd, each other ſhall enjoy. 


Enter the Mute. 


Arax. Ah! Sir, does this black Mask, diſgjiſe me (o, 
You can't, your own faithful fraxs, know ? | 
Oron. Araxis !—— 
I can't Arax# find, in this diſguiſe. 
Let me embrace you, ere Idye—— [ Embraces him, 
Ah! this has beena ſad, and fatal Night. 
Arax, The Day appears, with clear, and chearful Light. 
Oron. About my Heart, a Night of ſorrow lyes. 
Arax, You will find Day, in your Statirs's Eyes. 


Enter Capt. with Statira, Pariſatis, Cleone. , 
Oros. I, with the weight, of my own Joys, am preſt, 
They cannot be encias within my Breaſt ? 
Dol but Dream, or aml1 truly bleſt, 
I 2 
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Roxa. O Gods! Tam berray'd——my Rival's here, 
Worle, than a thouland Deaths, ſhe does appear. 
Death, which betore, I look'd on, with contenr, 
Will now my torture be, and puniſhment. 
What can my Torment, and my pain expreſs ? 
Orontes, and my Crown, the will poile(s. 
Stat. I live, my Prince, —by your Araxis care. 
Arax. And by th'Aſliſtance, of this Captain, here, 
, preſenting the Captain to 
| Orontes, they Embrace. 
Hz me diſguis'd, feign'd me a Mutes and Slaye, 
And me, a preſent, to Caſſaxder gave. 
Roxa. Gods! wasI thus betray d !\——- 
Arax, The Gods were kind 
And wrought by me, more than I had deſign'd, 
They firſt made known, Roxanz's vile intent, 
one made me then, an happy Inftrument, 
The Queens moſt horrid Murther, to prevent. 
Star. We went to dye, but 'twas no ſmall ſurprize, 
To find fraxw, in this black diſguiſe, 
By his contrivance, we our Foes deceiv'd, 
For v. hat, they much defir'd, they ſoon believ'd, 
We ſtrangl'd, dead, and vail'd appear'd, 1n view, 
Till, from the place, our cruel Foes withdrew : 
Thus, the kind Gods, their wickedne(s withſtood, 
And fav'd the Reliques, of Darius Blood. 
In the mean time Lyſimachus and Ptolomy 
3 Conrt Parifatis in dumb ſbew. 
Oron. Divine Statira, you re lo great a prize, 
For you: the whole World's Empire Ide deſpiſe : 
The Perſien Crown's, to me, of fmall efteem, 
Compar'd, to this unvaluable Gemm : [ kiſſing her Hand, 
Upon your brow, the Scythian Crown ſhall ſhine, 
And, at your feet, I proſtrate all that's mine. 
Roxa, "Tis time to dye—their bliſsI cannot ſee, 
Hell—tortures—and confuſion follow me : 
Harpies, my Soul, with cruel Tallons tear, 
She can, no longer, the ſad torment bear : 
'ThusI will ſet her free——ſhe cannot know = [| Srabbs her ſelf. 


A greater Torment, nor more pains below, 
T0 


| 
——— * | 
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To a worſe Hell than this, ſhe cannct go. 

Stat. Relcue herlifte —— Let her repenting Live, 
It is my Glory, thatI can forgive, 
$ As ſbe goes to repeat the blow, 
the Soldiers ſetze her, 
Roxa, Yecruel Gods, who thus my will oppoſe, 

Who thus Enſlave me, to my mortal Foes, 

And make my imperious Heart, to ſtoop to them, 

Whilſt Life remains, Fle curie you, and Blaſphem, 

But ah ! I hope, my Souls, from Priſon freed, 

I teel Lite gently fliding hence—1 bleed 

What thick dark fog is this, before my Eyes ? 

So — now my Soul, to unknown Regions flyes. 

Where is my Love—ſce—yonder—wherehe reſts, 

Come, ule the ſofter Pillow, of my Breaſts : 

Here thou mayit (leep, ſecure from Rivals harmes, 

Whilſt, I enclole thee gently, in mine Armes. 

Now undiſturb'd, wee'l taſt immortal bliſſes, 

Ile huſh thee faſt with fighes, then wake thee with my kiſles. 
Stat, She raves—ſhe raves —and from her ſenſe is gon. 
Roxa. Oh! my ſick Heart- I ſhall be well anon: 

Where is Orontes ? ſet me on my Throne, 

From Babylon, I know I'm wander'd far, 

Yer I'm a Queen, my Kingdom is a Star : 

Go fetch that Rebel ms. 6 to my feet, 

Ile make;art laſt, his ſtubborn heart ſubmit. 

Let halt my ſtarry Kingdom, down be hurl'd, 

And overwhelm his little Earthly World. 

Stat. Remove her emawng gar” Se Gods their Judgment ſhow, 

That poor ambitious Mortals, here may know, 


They ſit above, and ſee, and govern all below. 
Roxana s carried off 


} the Stage Raveing, 
Perd. Sce here, another Wretch, that's forc'd to ſue, 
For Juſtice, rothe Gods, and greater you. 


Madam, I Love, and grow diſtracted too, 

Thus lowly, Madam, I fall down before [ £Kneels. 
The bzauteous Image, which Iſtill adore. 

Condemn me ſtrait todye, and mercy thew, 


Life will be worſe than Death, ifI looſe you. . 
tat. 
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Stat. No Perdicas, you muſt not dye—— 
All your oftences, I do now forgive: 
I wuh, I could agoon, your griet remove, 
I can, my pity grant you, tho not Love. 
Perd. Your pity, Madam, cannot eaſe my Grief, 
And to the wounds of Love, gives ſmall relief, 
Stat. Well Perdicas, Ile give my Friendſhip too, 
All but my (elf, I will beſtow on you. ; 
Ple wich you ſhare, my Empire, and my Throne, 
If that's too little, wear my Crown alone. 
Perd. I want no Crowns, my Armes, can them ſubdue, 
Nor ſought I, for your Empire, but for you, 
Oron. There's nothing, Sir, that I eſteem above 
Your noble Friendihip, but Statira's Love : 
I for the Queen, not for her Empire; ſtrove, 
Perd, Half the World's Realms, this, did already win, 
$ puts his Hand 
to hu Sword, 
And when I pleaſe, can Conquer um o're ag 'in. 
For Empire, let tt'ambirious ſue to Jove, 
Nothing can fatishe-my Soul, but Love. 
Stat. All the rich Trealure, Alexander ctr, 
That Princely Robber's, not inglorious Thetr, 
To buy your friendſhip, [ will treely give, 
Let mein peace, with my Orontes Live. 
Perd. Go bait the Covetous, with ſuch ſordid pelf, 
Vie not accept a World, without your ielf, 
Oron. Since you tobe my Foe, are ſtill inclin'd, 
You ihall Orontes, (till Orontes find, 
From all the World, Ican my Queendefend, 
And tli;s,to our dehate, ſhall pur an End : $a bold on 
Dye then, my Rival, orel(c live my Friend. his Sword, 
Peri Guds! amTthreatn'd? ] ays hold on his Sword, 
| Statira ops him, 
S-::, Ah! Perdicas——Shew me ſome proots ot Love: 
All Cauic of Quarrel, with your {elf remove. 
Perd, Shew me the path, in which you'd have me tread, 
Yle foi!»w it, tho it tv Hell ſhould =; 
What wou!d you have me do? 
Sta, ———Still think me dead, - 
0, 


Do, what you did reſolve, todo, before, 

When you did never think, to ſee me more. 

You ave (cen the ſad Eite&s, of Lawleſs Love, 

Let Virtue, his Tyrannic ſway remove. ” 

Th' other halt World, go Conquer with your Sword, 
War, will diverſion give, or cure afford. 

Perd. Madam, Tletry, to' obey your ſtrict Command, 
But here I Vow, at th Altarof your Hand, [X'iſſes hex Hand, 
Whilſt the Gods grant meLife, Tever will 
Honour, Reſpe&, Love, andadoreyou ſtill. 

To Arms—— to Arms, 

Till my unquiet, reſtle(s Life ſhall ceaſe, 
The World, like me, ſhall never be in peace, 
Madam farewel—— 


T'le go to Scythia, if not meet you here. [ Exit, 
Zyf. Thus humbly proſtrate before you we fall, 
[Lyſi.and Prol.kneeling to Parilatis, 
You are our Judg, and on your gentle Breath, 
Depends the Sentence, of ourLife, and Death. 
Ptol. Madam to you, wenow for Judgment fly, 
Say which of us muſt Live, and which muſt dye. 
Love cann't permit, two Rivals in one Throne, 
He is a Monarch, and muſt reign alone. 
Our Love, and friendſhip in this both agree 
To own your Sentence juſt, what e're it be. 
Pari, Kiſe Noble Friends—I will impartial be, 
[She makes them riſc.. 
E cannot grant, what you now ask of me, 
Y Þvur Equal Virtues, ſo my Heart divide, 
I cannot now, your friendly ſtrife decide. 
I ſhould be, unjuſt—— 
To Murther one, whilſtI the other fave : 
Since if I one accept, I th' other loſe, 
I will be juſt to both, and both refule. 
Zyþ. ln chooſing one, you will ſome Mercy ſhow; 
But you will both deſtroy, in doing fo, | 
Deſtroying both, you Cruelty exprels , 
In ſaving one of us, you ſhew much leſs. 


Pltot, 
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I don't your threatnings fear, [Turning to Orontes. 
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Ptol. Madam, fince both, cannot your Love enjoy, 
Let not our Friendſhip, our great Blils deſtroy : 
For tho we both, thus for your Love contend, 
Each, is at once, a Rival, and a Friend, 
In chooſing one, you one of us Redeem, 
Refuſing both, you both to Death Condemn, 
Pari. In both of you, 1, a rare Friendlhip (ce, 
Love has not power, to make you diſagree, 
You both have been, ſo noble, and lo brave, 
And both (uch Equal Love, and Merits have , 
That it would be, an unjuſt thing, in me, 
To give to one, the Palm of Vidctorie. 
Theretore brave friends — 
I'de rather be chought Cruel, than unjuſt. | 
Lyſi. Since our tair Princeſs, won'cour cauſe decide, 
Our Quarrel muſt, at laſt, by Armes be try'd, $ turning 10 
Our ſacred friendſhip, muſt nor be above, Ptolomy, 
The higher, and fnore lacred power, of Love. 
Part. Live ſtill brave friends, as friendly as you did, 
Still as you were, both friends, and Rivals live, 
I naw command it——He who dilobeys, 
Looſes my Love, and his own caule betrays. 
Let not your Love, your Friendfhip'now divide, 
The Gods, and Time, will your.kind ftrife decide, 
To them wee'l leave your cauſe——whilſt you agree, 
You equal favour, ſhall receive from me. 
Zyſi. Madam, our Fares lye in your pow'rful Hand, 
I will obey, what ever you Command. 
Ptol, And Ile endeavour, by obedience too, 
To plcaſe, thoTI ſhall never merit you, 


Rival, and Friend, for ſo we ſtill muſt be, [70 Lyſi. 
Let us Embrace--—and like friends ſtill agree. 
Zyſi. Love, has molt nobly, our high friendſhip Crown'd. 
' [ Embracing. 
EFume. Madam, in you, lyes my felicity, Kneeling to 
Ah! tet me not alone unhappy be. Thaleftris, 


[,-t menot only havea caule to mourn, 

VYinlit you my Love, and Services do ſcorn. 
Oroz. Madam, we all d., for Fumenes (uc, 

None, his high merits, can reward, but you. 


a 
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I hope; you will not, ourjuſt ſutes delay, 

And ſpoil the Luftre, of this happy day. 

We cannot freely, our own Bliſs, enjoy, 

If you this Prince's happinels deſtroy, 


Thal. Eumenes riſe —I can reſiſt no more, Takes up 
Love made ſome progreſs, in-my Heart before. Eumenes. 


In theſe brave friends, I ſuch rare virtues find, . 
Which reconcile me now to Men, and make me kind, 
Toall my Women, you ſhall Husbands give, 
And wee'l henceforth, like other Nations live, 
Henceforth, we will no longer live, alone, 

But joynd, by Love, make of rwo Kingdoms one. 
We then ſhall looſe, our Monarchy, and Name, 
And only Live, by Hiſtory, and Fame. 

SoRivers, having th'row large Kingdoms paſt, 
Looſe Name, and Waters, in the Sea, at laſt : 
What Mortal dzres, with mighty Love contend, 
Who thus can give, to our great Empire, End ? 


Oron. Let us, fair Queens. now to the Temple goz 


To pay thoſe Vows, whick tothe Gods, we owe: 
Letth' Holy Altars, with bright Incenſe ſhine, 

And Hecatombs, fall to the Pow'rs Divine : - 

In Pious Joys, let's looſe all forrows paſt, 

Atrue, and Virtuous Love; Heav'n Crowns, at laſt. 


CY The Cantain fall 
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EPILOGUE 


Oets, like Goas, Create, what forms they pleaſe, 
Monarchs, and Mighty Heroes, Fill with Zaſe, 
And Murther'd Princes too, from Death, cau rai{c, 
IVe Live, and Dye, as plenſeth Mr, Bays. 

At one Houſe, 7 am, by Roxana, ſlain, 

But ſee, at this, 7 am alive again, 

And ſpite, of all her Cruelty, and rage, 

] Live, am Queen, and Triumph, ox the Stage... 

The Goa-like Poet, Mortal Attors too , 

Strive thus, with variews Skill, to p* ure you, 

They puniſh, they reward, they kill, they ſave, 

And all to find out, what "tis you would have, 

For You— like Gods, like Goddeſſes you—ſit, 

To Fudg our Actions, and the Poets wit, 

And 'tis but juſt, all ſhould to you ſubmit. 

Poets your —_— or you form a Play, 

They ſhape, with artful /Voras, the ſenſeleſs Clay, 

And to the Image, 4 dead form they give, 

But tis from you, it muſt its Life recerve, 

Tow make both Poets, Plays, and Players, Live. 
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